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Robin H merrie Sherwodde: 


with the lamentable Tragedie of chaſte 
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F ROBERT, EARLE 
OF HVNTINGTON, 


( 
9 Enter Frier Tacke, 
SCE ANE. J. 


| Frier. 

Olla, bolla, bolla: blem gollum f- 
iowe. Like noyſe within. 
Nom benedicite, what fowle abſur- 
1 ditie,follies foolerie had like to kol- 
lowed mee & my mates, line addle 
pates,inuiting great Dtates,to lee | 
our laſt play, are hunting the hay, 
withho,t bo, that way wap, che goodly Heart ranne, with followe 
little lohn, Much play the man; and J, like a ſot, haue 
wholly foꝛgot * plot: but croſſe- bome 
lye downe, come on Friers gowne , hoode couer m 
222 with a lowe becke , pzeuent a ſharpe 
Blithe lit pee all, and winke at courrneceF 
Minde where wee left, in Sheerewod merrily, 
The king, his traine, Robin, his peomen tall 
SOone to the wodde to ſee the fat dearefall- 
Mee left maid Marian buſie in the bower, 


And pꝛettie linny * hower, 
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And take in part bad pꝛologue, andruyeplay? 


The death of Robert 
Foz their returning krom the hunting game, 
And there koꝛe ſeeke to ſet each thing in frames» 
Warman all wofull fo2 his ſinne we leff. 
Sir Doncaſter, whole villanies and theft, 
Pou neuer heard of, but too ſoone pee ſhall, 
Durt with the P2ioz;ſhame them both befall, bs 
They two will make our mirth-be ſhozt and (mall. 
But leaſt F bꝛing pee ſozrowe ere the time, 
Pardon I beg ok pour well iudging epne; - 


Tbe bunters holloo, Tuckemult needes Man. 
Cheretoze vdwne wee de, bowe doe the deede, to male 
the Stagge bleede, and ik my hand ſpeede, hey foz a cry, 
wathzoate trained hie, Falowde'yall , at the beats 
kall. | Exits Holloo within 


EnterKing, Eh Fitzwater,<a!ſbury,Cheſter, 
Prince Ihn, little lobn, Scatblocke. 

Kin. Where is dur mother: 

Pr. Iohn. Mounted in a ſtand. 


Dir kallowe deere haue dyed by 1 uy 


Fitz. Thzee Sta flewe. 
"Chet. As many dy Nee wies 
Salſ. But J had thee. 
Prin. Scathlocke, wheres Much? 
. Sca, When laſt J ſaw him, map it pleaſe your Grace, 
Ge aud the Frierfooteditapace, 
Prin, Scathlocke,no Graee,your fcllowe 
Lit. Iob ene e will behere 
Pr. Thinkgthou little 
Lit. Ioh. No doubt he unk 
Prin. Then to adopnc hic h! 
good ſloze, 


King. God ko; thy grace, 


0 r 8 —— ů ö. — 


Earle of Huntington. 


Vow could A mille the Stagge J bad in chaſe! 
Cwice did J hit him in the very necke, 
When backe my arrowes flewe,as they had ſmit 
On ſome ſure armour. Where is Robin Hood, 
And pwighte Scarlet? Seekethem little lohn, Ex Toh, 
Ale haue that Stagge befoze J vine to dap. 
¶ Enter Much. 
Much, © thefrier,the frier, the frier; | 
King-Why ,,hownow Much A 
Cry yemercy,maſter king. Marry this is the matter; 
Scatlet is following the Stagge pou hit, and has al- 
moſt lodg d him; now the Frier has the beſt bowe ; but 
pours, in all the ſield: which and Scarlet bas, de would 
baue him ſtraight. 
Kin, TVhere is thy maſter? 
much. Map, J cannot tell, noz the Frier neither. 
Scath. J heare them holloo,farre off in the wod. 
King. Come Much, tanſt lead vs where as Scarlet is? 
Muc. Neuer feare pou; ; follow me, Excunt 3 


SCE A N E, 11. 
4 „ 

I. Enter ſi «Done alteriPtiar,, IR 

Don. Hou werereſolued B 

Oz kild, oz made awap, vou tar d not hom. 
Q hat diuell makes you doubtfull now t 
Pri. Why Doncaſter? his kindneſſe in our needes. 

: lague vpon his kindnelſe; let him die. 
ion in but J imployd it. 


F heron to looſe my company. 
But will you giue it him: 
Don. That cannot bee. | 
The Queene. Earle Cheſter, and EarleSalſbury, 
Af cher duct lee mee, J am a deade mann 
3 __ 


The death of Robert. 


On did they heare my name, Ile lay mp life, 


They ell would hunt me, koꝛ my like. 

Pri. Chat haſt thou done to them? 

Don, Faith, ſome odde toes, 1 
That made me fly the ſouth :but paffe wee them: 
Here is the popſon: will vou giue it Robin? 

Pri, Now by this gold J will. ge 

Don. Oz as J ſaid,fo2 euer J defig your company. 

Pri.TQell,he ſhalldie, and in his tollity: 

And in my head J haue a policy. 


To make him die diſgrac't,, 


Don · O tell it Pꝛioꝛ. 


Pri. J will, but not as now: Call che Frier within, 


eele ſeeke a place, the wods haue many eares, 


And ſome me thinkes are calling fo2 the Frier. Exeunt. 


S CEANEF. 111. 
Enter, calling the Frier, as afore. 
Ioh. The Frier, the Frier? 
Scath. Uh, where's this Frier: 
Fri, Here ſir. what is pour deſire: 
| C Enter Robin Hoode, 
Rob. Why Frier, what a murren doff thou meane* 
The King cals foz thee. Fo2,a mightie ſtagge, 
(That hatha copper ring about his necke, 


- Withlettergon it, which hee would haue read) 


Path Scarlet kild. I pzay thee goe thy way. 

Fri. Mater I will, no longer will J ſtay. Exit. 

Rob. Good vnkle be moꝛe carefull of your health, 
Ind you ſir Doncaſter, your wounds are greene. 

Both, Thzough pour great kindnes, we are cofo2ted, 

Rob, And Warman, J aduiſe you to moze mirth. 
Shun ſolitary walkes, keepe company, 
Foꝛget your fault: I haue fozctuen the fault. 
Good Warman be moze blithe, and at this time, 
A little helpe my Marian and her maide: 2 
uch 


Earleof H untington. 


much ſhall come to you ſtraight : a little now, 
Te mult al ſfriue to doe the beſt we may. Exit, winding. 
War. On pou and her Ile waite, vntill my dying dap. 
Exeunt, and as they are going out, Donc after p 
| Warman, ; 
Don. Warman a wozd, My good Load P3ioz and I 
Arefull of griefe,toſee thy miſery. 
War. My miſerp, ſir Doncaſterzwhy? J thanke God, 
J neuer was in better ſkate than now, 
Pri. Ah, what a ſeruile lauith minde haſt thon? 
Art thou a man, and canſt be ſuch a beafk, 
Aſe-liketobeare the burthen of thy wzong 
War. What wꝛong haue J?J wꝛong to be relieu d: 
Don.Relieu'd ſaiſt thou? | 
Uhy,ſhallow witted koole, 4 
Doſt thou not ſee Robins ambitious pzide% 
And how he clymes by pittying, and aſpires, 
By humble lookes, good deedes, and ſuch fony topes, 
To be a monarch,raigning ouer vs, 
As if wee were the vallals to his will? 6 
War. J am his vaſſall, and J will be ſtill. 
Pri. Warman, thou art a foole. I doe conkeſſe, 
ere theſe good deedes done in ſinceritie, 
Peittie ot minde, thine oz this knights diſtreſſe, 
- Without vaine bꝛags, it were true charitie: 
But to relieue our fainting bodies wants, 
And grieue our ſoules with quippes, and bitter bzaids, 
Is good turnes ouerturnd: no thanks wee owe 
To any, whatſoeuer helps vs ſo. : 
War. Neither himſelfe,noz any that hee keepes, 
Euer vpbꝛaided mee, ſince A came laſt. 
Don. O God haue mercie on thee, lilly aſle- ? 
Doth he uot lay to euery gueſt that comes; 
This ſame is Warman, that was once my ſteward? 


War, And what of that? 
9 hat or th wn. | Pri; 


C3 


The death of Robert 
Pri. Iſt not as much to ſap; 


TA, here he ſands that once did mee betray. 


Don. Did hee not bzing a troope to grace himlelfe, 
Like Captines waiting on a conquerours chaire, 
Au / calling of them out, by one and one, 
ꝛeſented them, likefairings,to the king? 

Pri. O — ararc inuention⸗ 
A plague vpon the kaole 
A hate him woꝛzſe koʒ that than all the telt · 

War. Why ſhould you hate him r hy ſhould you o2 your 
Enuie this noble Loꝛd, thus as pou doe? 

Don. Nap rather, why doſt thou not ioyne in hate 
Vith vs, that latelp liu dſt like vs, in wealthy Rafe? 
Remember this, remember fooliſh man, 

How thou halt bene the Shꝛieue ok N otingham. | 
Pri. Cry to thy thoughts, let this thought neuer ceaſe, 
© | baue bene Julkice of my Soueraignes peace, 
Lozd of faire liuings: men with cap and knee, 
In liueries waited howerly on mee. 
Don. And whenthou thinkſt, thou haſt bene ſuch Much, 
Thinke then what tis to be a mate to Much, 
To runne when Robin bids, come at his call, 
Be miſtreſſe Marians man. 
Pri. Nay thinke withall 
War. TUhat ſhall Þ thinke? but thinke vpon mp need, 
Then men fed dogs, and me they would not feede: 
Ulhen A deſpaird thzough want, and ſought to die, 
Mp pitious maſter, ok his charitte , | 
Foꝛgaue my fault,reliewd and ſaued mee: - 
This voe I thinke bpon , and you ſhould thinke 
(If you had hope of ſoules ſaluation) 
Firlt P2ioz, that he is of thy fleſh and bloode, 
That thou art vnkle vnto Robin Hoode: 
That by erto2tion thou didſt get his lands: 


' Sov, and J know how it came co thy hands: 


Vow 


Earle of Huntington. 


o# thon purſu'dk him in his miſery, 

nd how heauen plagu d thy hearts extreamitie: 
Thinke Doncalter, when, hired by this Pꝛioz, 
Thou cam'lt to take my maſter with the Frier, 
And wert thy ſelke tane, how he ſet thee free, 
Gate thee an hundzed pound fo comfozt thee, 
And both bethinke yee how but peſterday, 

' TWoundedand naked in the ftelde pou lay, 

Dow with his owne hand he did raiſe your heads, 
Pow2d balme into pour wounds, pour bodies fed, 
TAatcht when yee llept, wept when he ſawe pour woe, 

Don. Stay Warman, ſtap: I graunt that he did ſo, 
And vou, turnd honeſt, haue fo2z\wozne the villaine? 
War. Euen krom mp loule, J villany deſte. 
Pri. A bleſſed hower: a fit time now to die: 
Don. And you ſhall, Conſcience, Stab him, he fals, 
War. O fozgiue mee, God, F | 
Ind laue my maſter from their bloodie hands. 
Pri. hat, haſt thou made him ſure? | 
Don Its deade ſure:he is dead, if that be ſure. 
Pri. Then let vs thauſt the dagger in his hand, 
And when the next comes, cry he kild himſelke. 
Don. That muſt be now: onder comes Robin Hood. 


No life in him. ; 
Pri. No, no, not any life, | 
Thee mozeall wounds haue let in piercing apre 
Andat their gaps, his life is cleanelet out. 
Rob,TUho is it vncle that pou ſo bemone% 
Pri. Warman, good nephew, whom ſir Doncaſter & J. 
Found freſhly bleeding, as he now voth lye. 
Pou were ſcarce gone, when he did ſtab himſelfe» 
Ro. O God, he in his own hand houlds his own harts 
I dzeaded too much his diſtreſſed looke: (hurt, 
Belike the wzeech deſpaird, and llewe himſelfe. 


Don ; Nay, thats moſt ſure, pet he had little reaſon, 
V Con- 
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1 The death of Robert. 
Conſidering how well you vled him. 


1 Bod. Mell, I amſozie; but muſt not be lad, 
Becaule the Ring is comming tomy bower · 


. „ CC 


4 Pelpe mee, J p2ay t hee, to remooue his bodie, 
4 eaſt he ſhould come and (ee him murdered. . 
F . Sometimeanone heſhall be buried. Exit; 


L Pri. Good, all is good:this is as J deſire, 
. Now fox aface ofpure hypocriſie: | 
_—\ Sweete mur der, cloath thee in religious weedeg, 
'S: Naigne in mp boſome,that with helpe ofthee,, 
1. J may effect this Robins Tragedie. 2 

CEnter Robin, Doncaſter, 7 -viaie 

Do, Nay, nay,you mult not take this thing ſo heauily, 
G . Rob. A bodies loſſe, ſir Doncaſter, is much: 
| But aloules too, is moze to be bemon'd. 
1 Pri. Truly J wonder at your vertuous minde: 

1 DO God to one ſo kinde, who ud be vnkinde/ 
1 | Let goethis griefe,now mult pou put on top, : 
EA! And koz the many fauours J baue found, 1 1 
Do much exceeding all conceipt of mine, = | 
Unto your cheere, Ile adde a pꝛetious dzinke, 
| kg Ok colour rich, and red, ſent mee krom Rome, 

7 | There s in it uoly, Syrian Balſamum, 
- Goldsrich Elmer: O tis pzetious! 
1.38 Rob.Thereis it vnc le: 

1 Pri, As peſterday, N | 

1 Sir Doncaſter and Jrid on our wap, 4 

Theeues did beſet vs,bound vs as youlaw: 

And among other things, did take from mee, 
| — conkect ion:but regardlellp, 
5 As common dꝛinke, they caſt, into abuſh, 
1 The bottle, which this day fir Doncaſter 

N Fetcht, and hath left it in the inner lodging? 

Atell you cofin( J doe lone pou well) 


Apint of chis canſomde the Sophies ſonne, 


Then 
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Mhen he was taken in Natolia. 

J meant indeede to giue it my liege Lozd, 

In hope to haue his fauour : but to von 

A put my ſelte, be my good friend, 

And, in pour owne reſtozing. mee reſfoze. 
Rob. Unkle J will, vou neede vrge that no moze. 

But whats tbe vertues of this pzetions dzinke? 
Pri, It keepes freſh youth, reſto2es diſeaſed ſight, 

Helps natures weakeneſſe,ſmothes the ſcars of woſids, 

And cooles the intrals with a balmie b)eath, 

hen they by thirſt oz trauell boyle with heate. 
Rob, Unkle I thanke you, pꝛay pou let me haue 

A cuppe pꝛepared, gainſt the king comes in, 


ü To coole his heate:my ſelfe will giue it him. 5 


pri. And when he dꝛinkes, be bold to ſay he dzinkes 
A richer dꝛaught than that dillolued pearle, 
TAhich Cleopatra dꝛanke to Antonie. 

Rob. J haue much bulineſle; let it be pour charge, 
To make this rich dꝛaught readie foz the King. 
And J will quit it, pꝛay pee doe not faile. 

Pri, I warrant pou. good Nephew» 

Don. Better, and better ſtill, 
e thought befoze but to haue por ſond him, 

And now lhall Robin Hoode deſtrop the king. 
Enen when the King, y Queene the Pꝛince, the Toꝛde 


Exit. 


Joy in his vertues, this luppoſed vice 


Till turne, to ſharpe hate, their exceeding lone. 
Pri. Pa, ha, ha, I cannot chuſe but laugh, 

Co ſee my colin coſend in this ſoꝛt · : 

Faile him quoth you?nay hang mee it᷑ J doe · 


Vut Doncaſter art ſure the poxlons ate well mixt? 


Don. Cut, tut, let me alone toꝛ popſoning: 


J haue alreadie turnd ore foure, oz fine, 


That angerd mee. But tell mee Pꝛioz, 
Therefoze lo deadly doſt * hate thy colin: 
3 | 


Pri. 


3 

; 
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head, dauncing. 


The death of Robert. | 


Pri, Shall à be plaine? Becauſe if he were deade, 
T ſhould be madethe Earle of Huntington. 
Don, A p2ettie caule: But thou achurch-man art. 
Pri. Tut man,ifthat would fall, 
Ile haue a diſpenſation,and turne tempozall. 
But tell mee D oncaſter, why doſt thou hate him: | 
Don. By the Malle, J cannot tel. O yes,now J hat, 


I hate thy couſin, Earle of nuntington, 


Betaule ſo manp loue him as there doe, 

And J my ſelke am loued of ſo fewe. 

Nay, J haue other reaſons fo; my hate; 

Dee is a foole, and will be reconcilde, 

To ante koe hee hath: he is too milde, 

Too honeſt foꝛ this wo2ld fitter fo2 heauen: 

Vee will not kill theſe greedie cozmozants, 

Noz ſtrippe baſe peſants of the wealth they haue: 

Me does abuſe a thieues name and an outlawes, 

And is indeede no outlawe, noz no theeke, IJ 

He is vuwozthy of ſuch reuerent names. > 
Belides,he keepes a paltry whinling girle, 

Ind willnot bed, fozſooth, befoze he bzide: 

Ile ſtand too t, he abuſes maidenhead, 

That will not take it, being offered: 

Pinders the common wealth of able men. 

Another thing J hate him koz againe: Mp 
He ſaies his pꝛaiers, kaſts eues, giues alms, does good: 


Foz theſe and ſuch like crimes,ſweares Doncaſter, 


To woꝛke the ſpeedie death ol Robin Hoode, 
Pri, WellCaid pfaith, Darke, hark, the king returns: 
To doe this deede, my heart like fuel burns, Exeunt. 


J Winde hornes. Enter King, Queene, /obn , Fitærater, 


Ely,Chejter, Salſbury, Leſter, little John, Frier Tuck, Scar- | | 
ler, Scathlocbe, and Aſuch, Frier Twck carry ing a Stags 


Log, 
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King. Gramercy Frier fo? thy gl e, 
Thou greatly haſt contented mee, 
What with thy ſpoꝛting and thy game, 
I ſweare J highly pleaſed am. 
Fri, It was my maſters whole deſire 
That maiden peoman, ſwaine and frier 
Their arts and wits ſhould all apply, 
Fo2pleaſureofyour Maieſtie. 
Qu. Sonne Richard, lovke I pꝛay pontonthe this, 
That was about the necke of the laſt ſtagge. 
Cheſt, Was his name Scarlet, that hot off his necke:- 
Iohn. Cheſter, it was thts honeſt fellow Scarlet: 
This is the kellowe aud a peoman bold, 
As euer courſt the cwikt Hart on the molde. 
King. Frier, her es ſomewhat grau d vpon the Ring, 
I p2ay thee reade it. Peane while liſt to mee; 
This while, moſt compaſſing the Frier about the Ring. 
Scarlet aud Scathlock you bold bye theren, 
Twelue pence a day J cine each fo his kee, 
And hencefoꝛth ſee vee liue like honeſt men. 
Both. e will my Liege, elſe let vs dye the death. 
Much. A boone, a boone, vpon my knee, | 
Good king Richard, J begge ofthee,  — 
Fo? indeede ſir, the troth is, uuch is my father, and hee 
is one of your tenants in Kings Mill at Wakefield all on 
a greene: O there dwelleth a iolly pinder , at Wake- 
field allon agreene: New J would haue vou, if you wil 
doe ſo much foz mee, to ſet mee fozward in the way ok 
marriage to linny: the mill would not be caſt away ve 
pon vs. : 
, King. Much, be thou euer mafterof that mill, 
T giue it thee fo2 thine inheritance, 
Much, Thanks pꝛetious Pꝛince of curteſie. | 
Ile to Inny, and tell her of my lands yfaith. Exit 
oh, Here Frier, here, here 1 Fg 
Ti, 
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The death of Robert 


Fri. tead. Chen Harold hare· foote raignedking, 
About my necke he put this ring, 

King. In Harolds time, moꝛe than a hundꝛed peare, 
Path Fis ring bene about this newe llaine Deere! 
J amſo2yp now it dyde:but let the ſame 
Dead, ring and all be ſent to Notingham, 

And in the Caſtle kept foz monuments. 

Fitz, Py Liege, J heard an olde tale long agoe, 
That Harold being Goodwins ſonne of Kent, 
Then he had got faire Englands gouernment, 
Punted foz pleaſure once within this wood, 

And ſingled out a faire and ſtately Stagge. 
Thich foote to foote,the king in running 3 
And ſure this was the Stagge. 
King. It was no doubt. 
Cheſt. But ſome my Loꝛd affirme, 4 
That wiius Cæſar many yeares befoze, - 
Tooke ſuch a Stag, and ſuch a Poeſte wit. 
King. It ſhould not be in Iulius Cæſars time: 
There was no Englich vſed in this Land, 
Untill the Saxons came, and this is wzit 
In Saxon characters. 

toh. Mell, twas a goodly beaſt. 
C Enter Robin Hoodie. 

King. How nom earle Robert: 

Fri, A fozfet, a foꝛfet, my liege Lozo. 
Mp maſters lawes are on reco2d, 
The Court : roll here your Grace may ſee. 

King. I pꝛay thee Frier, read them mee · 

Fri. One ſpall ſuffice, and this is hee. 
No man that commeth in this wod, 
Co kraſt, o dwell with Robin Hood, 4 
Shall call him Carle,Lozd,Bnight,01 Squire, x 
no ſuch titles doth deſire, | 
ut Robin nood, plaine Robin nooge, 


- That 


Earle of H untington. 


| Thathoneff peoman ſtout and good, 
On patne ot foxfetting a marke, 
That muſt ve paid to mee his Clarke. 
Py liege, my liege, this lawe pou bꝛoke, 
Almolt in the laſt woꝛd you ſpoke. 
That crime map not acquited bee, 
Till Frier Tuck reteiue his fee, (Caſts him purſe, 
King. Theres moze than twenty marks, mad Frier. 
Fri. Jf thus you pay p Clarke his hire, 
Okt map you fo2fet, Jdeſire. 
Nou are a perfectpenitent, 
And well you doe pour wong repent: | | 
Foz this pour Highnelle liberall gikt, | 5 
I here abſolue you without ſhzikk. 
King. Gr amercies Frier. Now Robin Hood, 
Sith Robin nood it needes mull bee, 
J was about to aſke bekoze, | 
Ik thou didit ſee the great Stags fall. 
Rob. I did my Lozd, J ſawe it all. 
But milling this ſame pꝛating Frier, 
Ind hearing vou ſo much delire 
To hauethe lozels companie, 
J went to ſeeke Small honeſtie. 
Fri. But pou found much, when pou kound mee. 
Rob. J, Much my man: but not a tot 
Ok honeſtie in thee, God wot. | 
Qu. Robin, you doe abuſe the Frier. | 
* Fri, Madam, I dare not call him lyer, 
He may be bold with mee, he knowes. 
{ow now PPꝛince lohn, how goes, hoo goes 
This wod⸗ mans life with you to dap? - 
My fellow Wodnet you would bee = 
Ioh. J am thy fellowe ,thou doſt ſees | 
And to be plaine, as God me laue, 
So wellJlikethee merry knanes 
| 4 
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The death of Robert 


That I thy company mull haue: 
Nap, and J will 

Fri. Nap, aud vou ſhall. 

Rob. My Lozd,you neede not keare at all, 
But you ſhall haue his companp, 
De will be bold J warrant pou · 

King. anom pou where ere a ſpzing is nie? 
Faine would J d2ink, Jam right dꝛy. 

Rob, T haue a dzinke within my bower, 
Okplealing taſte, and ſoueraigne power: 
My reuerend vncle giues it mee, 
To giue vnto pour Paieſtie. 

King · I would be loathindeede;being in heate, 

To =y cold water. Let vs to thy bower, 
Ro. Runne Frier befoze, c bid my vnkle be in readines. 


8 Oon 0 a trice, on ſuch good buſineſſe, 1 


S CEANE.,. V. 


Enter Marian, with a white apron. 
Mar. What Much chat Iinny : Much: ſap, | 
uuch · Whatsthe matter miſtreſſe? : 
Mar, J pzay thee ſee, the fueller 

Suffer the cooke to want no wodde. 
Good Tord, where is this idle gir le: 
Thy Ii nny : : 
Within, J come fo2ſooth» 
Mar. J pꝛay thee bzing the flowers fozth. le 
much. Ile goe ſend her milkres,and helythe tockes, if Ts 


they hane any neede. Exit Much, 
mar, Diſpatch good auch hat lin J ſay? 
C Enter ſiuny. 


Much. Die pee, hie pee:ſhe cals fo life. 
mar. Jindecde,indeede,you doe me w2ong, 
To ſet me crx, and call ſo lung. 


Iinny 


Earle of Huntington. 

Tin. Fo2ſsoth, Jſtrawed the dining bowers. 
Andſ\moth'd the walkes with hearbes e flowers, 
The peomens tables J haue ſpꝛed, | 
Dzeſt ſalts, laid trenchers, ſet on bzead: 

Nay all is well, { warrant pou. 
Mar, You are not well J pꝛomiſe you, 


Bour fozelleeues are not pind(ie,fie) 


And all your hed · geere ſtands awzy. 
Giue me the flowers: Goe in ko ſhame, 
And quickly ſee you mend the ſame. Exit Iinny. 
Marian ſtre wing flowers, Enter fir Doxcafter, prior. 
Don. How buſie miſtreſſe marian is? 
She thinkes this is her day of bliſſe. 
Pri. But it ſhall be the wokull ſt dap 
That euer chaunſt her, it I map. 
Mar, hy are pou two thus inthe apre? 
Your wounds are greene, | 
Good cuz haue care. N 
Pri. Thanks fo2 pour kindneſſe, gentle maid. 


My cofin Robert vs hath pꝛaid, 


To helpe him in this buſtneſle, 
Enter Frier. 
Fri. Sir Doncaſter, t Doncaſter? 
Don. Holla, wi 
Eri. p2ay you, did pou ſee the P2i02? 
Pci,hy,here Jam. What wouldft thou Frier. 
Fri. The king is heated in the chace, 
And poſteth hither ward apace. 
Oe told my maſter he was dy, 
And hee deſires pe, pꝛeſentiy - | 
To ſend the dzinke whereof ye ſpake. Hornes blowe. 


Pri. Come, it is here; haſte let vs make 
Exeunt Prior, and Frier, 


I Enter King, /ob»,Queene, ScarlergScathlocks, Ely, Ra- 


e downe. 3 
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The death of Robert 


Mar, Pot xratious Houeralgne, welcome once againer | 
Melcome to you, and all pour pzincely traine. | 
King. Thanks louely hoſteſle: we are homely gueſts.. 


heres Robin Hood e pꝛomiſed me ſome d2inke, 


Mar. Your bandmaid. Neat not then be long. 
The Frier indeede came running to his vnkle, 


M ho with ſir Doncaſter were here with mee, 
And altogether went fo2 ſuch a dzinke. 


Kin. CUAell, in a better time it could not come, 


| Foz Jam vecy hot and paſſing dp. 1 
J Enter Robin Hoode, a cuppe, atowell, leading Dane : 


ſter: Tuch, and Much pull ing the Prior. 
Rob, Traitoz. Ale dzaw thee out befoze the king, 
Fri. Come murderous Pꝛioz. 
Much. Come pee dogges face. 
Ki hy how now Robin? wberes pdzink you bzing? 
Rob · Lay holde on theſe. 
Farre be it, I ſhould bzing pour Maieſtie, 
The dinketheſe two pꝛepared foz your tale; 
King. Why Robin Hoode, he byicke and anlweremee: 
Jam amazed at thy troubled lookes. 
Rob, Long will not my ill lookes amaze pour Grace. 


I ſhoxtly Tooke.nenertolooke againe. 


Mar, Neuer to looke chat will it ill be nights 
It thoulooke neuer, day can neuer be, 
hat ailes my Robin: Mhertoze doſt thou faint? 
Rob ˖ Becauſe I cannot ſtand:pet now J can. 
Thans to my king, and thanks to Marian. 
9 be bꝛiele, and tell vs what hath chantk: 
J muſt be bziefe,fo2 Jam ſure ok death, 
Bekoze a long tale can be halle way tolde, . 
Fitz. Ot death, my ſonne:bʒight ſunne ot all my tops 
Death cannot haue the power of vertuous lice, 
Rob. Mot ofthe vertues but the life it can (die? 


King, What volt thou ſpeak of death?hov' Joulpſtthou. 


Rob 


— — 


Barle of Huntington. 
Rob. Bp poiſon, and the Pꝛiozs treachery. 


Qu+ Why,take this ſoueratgne ponder at my hive, 


Take it and liue in ſpite ofpoyſons power. 
Don. J, ſet him fozward.Powders n | 
I am afoole then, ik a little duſt, 
The ſhauing ofa hozne ,a Bezars Kone, 
D} any Antidote haue power to ſtay 
The execution of mp hearts reſolue. 
Tut, cut zou lab louelp Q zin vaine, 
And on a thankleſſe groome yourtople beſtowe. 
Now hath pour foe reueng d — 
Robin ſhall die, if all the woꝛld 
howles ! 
Tntothy ſheepebeards boſome. mee loue. 
Canſtthounot Robins Where ſhall I be hiv? 
O God, theſe Rauens will ſeaze vpon thy Doue. 
Rob, They cannot hurt thee,p2ay thee doe not feare, 
Baſe curres will conch,the Lyon being neaxe. 
1 u · How wozkes my powder? 
Rob. Uery well faireQncene. 
| King, Doſt thou feele any ale: 
Rob. I hall, I truſt, anone: 
Sleepe fals vpon mine epes⸗ 
O I mult fleepez+ they that loue me, do not wakenme, 
Mar. Sleepe in mp lap, and e 6-1" 
Lob. He — — 
| bile] liue therfoze let me 3 reſt. 
Fitz. J, let him reit, che poyſon vrges lleepe. 
When he awakes, there is nohope oflife. 


Don · Ok like? now by the little time A baue to line, 


He cannot liue one hower fo pour lines. 
King,Willaine what art thou? 
Don.1Uhy,J am a knight. 

Cheſt, Thou were indeede. | 
C3 It 


— — 
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The death of Robert 

Tf it co pleaſe le pour Grace, 
A will veſcribe my knowledge of this w2etch. 

Kin, Doe Cheſter» | 

Cheft. This Doncaſter, fo fo the fellon hight, 
Was, by the king your father, made a knight, 
And well in armes he did himſelke behaue, 
Many a bitter ſtoʒme. the winde ok rage 
Blaſted this Realme with, in thoſe wokul dates, 
TUhen the vunaturall figghts continued, 
Betweene pour kingly father and his ſonnes. 


This cut- chꝛoat, knighted in that time of woe, 


Seaz d on a beautious NRunne, at Barkhamſted, 
As wee were marching toward Winchelſter, 
After pꝛoud Lincolne was compeld to yield, 

Pee tooke this virgine ſtraying in che field: 

Foz all the Nunnes and euery Couent fled 

The daungers that attended on our troopes. 
Foz thoſe ſad times too okt did teſtiſie, 

Wars rage hath no regard of pietie. 

She humbly pꝛaid him, ko the loue ok heauen, 
To =o her to her fathers,two miles thence. 
He lwoze he would, and very well he might: 
Fo? to the campe he was a Fo2ager. 

Upon the way they came into a wood, 
UWherein,in bꝛiefe, he ſtript this tender maid: 
CUhoſe luſt, when ſhe in vaine had long withffoov, 
Being by ſtrength and toꝛments ouerlaid, 
Me did a ſatrilegious deede of rape, 
And left her bath d in her owue teares and blood. 


When ſhe reuiu d, che to her fathers got, 


And got her father to make iuſt complaint, 
Unts your mother, being then in campe. 
Qu. Is this the villaine Cheſter, that deſilde 
Sir Eultace Stutuiles chaſt and hc a tious childe⸗ 
Don. J Padam, this is her, 
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That made a wench daunte naked in a wood: 
And fo2 ſhee did denie what J deſirde, 

I courg d her koz her pꝛide, till her faire kinne 
TAith ſtripes was checkred like a vintners grate. 
And what was this: A mightymatter ſure. 

J haue a thouſandmoze than ſhe defilde, 


Aud cut the ſqueaking thꝛoats ofſome of them: 


I grieue Idi not hirs, 
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Qu. Puniſh him Richard. 
A kaiter virgine neuer ſawe the ſunne- 
A chaſter maid was neuer ſwozne a Nunne. 
King · Bom ſcapt the villaine puniſhment, that time? 
Fitz. J rent his ſpurres off, and diſgraded him. 
Cheſt. Andthen he raild vpon the Aueene and mee. 
Being committed he his keeper ſlue, 
And to your father fled, who pardond him. 
. Rich.God giue his ſoule a pardon ko that ſinne. 
Salſ. O had 3 heard his name, oꝛ ſeene his face, 
7 had defended Robin kram this chance. 
Ah villaine, hut thoſe gloomy lights of thine. 
Remembꝛeſt thou a little ſonne of mine, 
Mholſe nurſe at Wilton ſirſt thou rauiſhedſt, 
And ſlew't two maids that did attend on them? 
Don-J grant, J dacht the bꝛaines out ok a bꝛat, 


Thine ifhe were, J care not:had he bin | 


The firſt bozne comfozt of a ropall king, 
And ſhould haue yaldwhen Doncaſter cried peace, 


J would haue done by him as then J did. 


King. Sone ſhall the woꝛld be rid ot ſuch awetch,” 
Let him be hangd aliue, in the high wax, that ioyneth to 
the power 

Don, Aliue oꝛ deade, J reck not how 4 die. 

Nou, them, and theſe, J deſperately defie. 

Ely. Repent,o2 neuer looke to be abſolu d, 

But die accurſt as thou deſerueſt well, | 

e C3 Don. 
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Don. Then giue me mp delert; curſeone by one, 

Ely. Firſt J accurſethee,and,ifthou perſiſt, 
Unto damnation leaue thee wꝛetched man» 

Don. What doe J care fo2 your damnation? 
Am J not doom'dto death what moze damnat ion 
Can there inſue pour loud and pelling cryes? 

Pri. Nes diuell: heare thy fell ome ſpiric ſpeake, 
ho would repent; O kaine he would repent, 
Alter this bodies bitter punichment, 

There is an euer ⸗ during endlefle woe, 
A euenchleſlefire,an vnconſuming paine, 


Which deſperate ſoules and bodies mulk indure, 


Don. Can pou pꝛe ach this, yet ſet me on ſir P2toz, 
Co runne into this end leſſe, quenchleſſe fiery 
Pri. Pigh heauens ſhewe mercie to my many ils. 


Neuer had this bene done, but like a ſiend, =_ 


Thou temptedſt me with ceaſelelſe dineliſh thoughts- 
Therefoze A curſe, with bitterneſſe of ſoule, - 

The hower wherein J law thy balefull eyes. 

Py eyes J curle,fo2 looking on thole eyes. 

My eares J curſe,fo2 harkning to thy tongue. 


J turſe thy tongue fo2 tempting of mpne eares. 


Each part J curſe, that wee call thine oz mine: 
Thine fo enticing mine, mine following thine» 
Don. & holy p2aper. what Collect haue we next? 
This time Robin ſſirtes 
Fitz. Py Marian wanteth wozds,ſuch is her woe: 
But old Fitz water foz his girle and him 
Begs nothing, but wozlos plague foꝛ ſuch a foe, 
hich cauleleſſe harmd a vertuous noble man, 
A pitter of his grietes, when he feltgriefe⸗ 
Therefoze bethinke ther of thy hatefull deede, 


Thon faithleſle Pzi02, and thou this ruthleſſe theefe » 


Pri. Mill no man curſe me,gining ſo much cauſe? 
Then Donc aſter, dur ſeluegour ſelues accurſe, 


\ 


And 


Earle of Huntington. 
And let no good betide to thee 02 mee. 
All the yeomen, Ffler, Much, Iinny cry; © 


All. en, amen: ed may pe bee, f 
Foz murdzing Robin, flower of curteſie. 
, Robin fits vp · 


Rob · O ring not ſuch a peale fo Robins death, 
Let\weete foꝛgiueneſſe be mypalling bell. 
Art thou there Marian? then fip forth my breath: 
To die within thy armes contents me weli, 
Pri. Keepe in, kecpe in a little while thy ſoule, 
Till J baue powꝛ o mp ſoule fo2th af thy feete. 
Rob. J flept not vnkle, I your griefe did heare, 
Let him fo2gine your ſoule that bought it deare: 
Four bodies deede, A in my death fozgiue, 
And humbly begge the king that you map liue. 
D tand to pour Cleargte vnkle, ſaue pour life, 
And lead a better lite than pou haue done» 

Pri. O gentle Nephew,zh my bꝛothers ſonne, 
Thou dping gloꝛp of old Huntington, 
Micheſt thou like to ſuch a murdzous koe: 

J will not liue, ſith thou muſt like fozgoe. 
Oh happie Warman, bleſſed in thy end, 
Now too too late thy tenth I doe commend . 
D Nephew, Nephew, Doncaſter and J 
Murd zed pooze Warman,foz he did denie 
To ioynꝛ with vs in this blacke tragedy. 
Rob · Alagpooze Warman. Frier, little Iohn, 
I told ye both where Warmans bovie lay: 
And of his buriall Ile diſpoſe anone- 
This Pꝛioz, that confeſſeth murders thus? 
Ely. e is a hallowed man, aud muſt be tried, 
Aud puniſht by the cenſure ot the Church. 
Pri. The Church therein doth erre: God doth allowe 
No Canon to pꝛeſerue a murderers liłe 
_ Richard 
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Richard, king Richard,, in thy Grandſires daies, 


Ala was made, theCleargieſwoznethereto, 


That whatſocuer Church- man did commit 

Treaſon,oz murder, o kalſe felonie, 
Should like a ſeculer be puniſhed. 

Treaſon we did, foꝛ (ure we did intend 
King Richards poiſoning, Soueraigne of this land. 


Mur der we did in wozking Warmans end, 


And my deare Nephewes,by this fatall hand. 
And theft we did, fo2 we haue robd the king, 
The State, the Nobles, Commons, and his men, 
Oka true Peerezfirme Piller, liberall Lozd. 
Enz water we haue robd of a kinde ſonne, . 
And Marians loue · ioyes we haue quite vndoone.' 
Don CAhoppe. what a cople is here W pour confeſſion? 
Pri. J al ke but iudgement ſoꝛ my foule trauſgreſſion. 
King. T hy own mouth bath condemned thee. 
Hence with him. 
Hang this man dead, then ſee him buried: 
Vut let the other hang aliue in chaines. 
Don. I thanke pou ſir. 
Exeunt yeomen, Frier, 1 
Ioh · My ſelke will goe, my Lozd, 
And lee ſharpe Juſtice done vpon theſe llaues. 
Rob, O goe not hence Pꝛince John: a wozdoz two 
Bekoze J die, 3 faine would ſay to pou. 
King. Robin, wee ſee what we are ſad to ſee, 


Death like a champion treading downe thy life : 


Vet in thy end ſomWhat to comkoꝛt thee, 
ee freely giue to thy betrothed wife, 


| Beautious and chaſi Matilde, all thoſe lands, 
Falne by thy folly, to theP2io28 hands, 


And by bis kault noi foꝛfetted to mee: > 

Earle nuntington, ſhe ſhall thy Counteſſe bee, 

Aud thy wixht e ſhall wend with I 
8 
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Acainf! the faithleſſe enemies ofChuit, | 
Rob · Vꝛing fozth a Beere, and couer it withgreene: 
A Beere is bought in · 
That on my death bed I may here it domne. 
Beere brought, he ſit· 
At Robins buriall let n blacke be ſeene, 5 
Let no hand giue fo him amourning gowne: | 
Foꝛ in his death, his king hathgigen him like, | 
By this large giłt, giuen to his maiden mie. 
Chaiſt maid · larilda, Counteiſe of account, | 5, 
Chaſe,wirhthy bꝛigdt eye, all theſe clouds of woe, 
From chſefairechrekes, — DG, - 
Thinke it is bootelelle folly,to complaine, 
Foz that which neuer can be had againe · 
Queene Elianor,you once were uatilds foe: 
Pꝛince lohn, pou long ſought hervnlawfull loue: 
Let dying Kobin Hood intreat pou both, 
To change — Padame tnrns pour hate, 
To pꝛincely lone; Pꝛince lobn,coauert your lou 
Co vertuous paſſions, chaſt and moderate. 
O that pour gratious right hands would tnfolde, 
uatildas right hand, pʒiſomed in my palme, 
And ſweare to doe what Robin uod beſiret. 
Qu. I (weare J will, A wal a mother be, 
To faire Matildas lite and chaſtut is. | 
loh. Then lohnſolicites chaſt Matildaes eares, | 
Vith lauleſſe ſutes, as he hath often done⸗ 
Oz offers tothealtars of der eyes. 
Laſciuious Poems. h vanities, 
He craues to ſee bukthozt and ſower vates, 
80 — — ae — | 
periur'd body pʒoue a poytoned per, 
Fon cowled Monkes, aud barefoote begging F riers, 
Rob. Jnough, inough,Firzwarer,take your child: 


dyiac frolt which no ſunnes heat canthawe, 
Py OR 4 D hes Cloles 
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Cloſes the powersofallmyoutwardparts, 
Py freezing blood runnes backe vnto my heart, 
Mhere — death, which it would t eſiſt: 
Only mploue a little hinders death. 

Fo de beholvs her eyes, and cannot ſmi te: 
Then goe Rot pet Mat da, ſtay a while. 

Frier, make ſpeede, ans lift my lateſt will. 

Mat. O let mee looke;fot euer in thy eyes, bt + 
And lay my warme bꝛeath tochy bloodleſſe lips, 
Jfmy light can reſtraine deaths tyzannies, 

Ozꝛ keepe lines bzeath within thy boſome lockt. 

Rob. Awap, away, | 
Fo2 beare,my loue: all this is but delay, 

Fitz. Come maiden daughter, from my maiden ſonne, 
And giue him leanc to voe what muſt be done, 

Rob · F irſt 3 bequeath my ſoule to all ſoules ſauer, 

And will my bodie to be buried, 

At Wakefield, vnderneath the Abbey wall: 

And in this 62der make myfunerall; | 
Then J am dead, ſtretch me vpon this Beere, 
My beades and Pꝛimer ſhall my pillowe bee: 
On this lidelay my bowe,mp good ſhafts here, 
Upon my bꝛeſt the crolle, and vnderneath, 

My truſtie ſwoꝛde, thus kaſtned in the ſheath» 


Let Warmans bodie at my feete be laid, 


Pooze Warman, that in my defence dib die, 
Foꝛ holy dirges, ſing me wodmens ſongs, - 1 
As pe to Wake field walke, wich voices ſhʒill: 1 
This fo2 my lelfe:my goods and plate à giue + 
Among my yeomen-them I doe beftow E | 
Upon my Doueraigne,Richard,This is all. 

Dy liege farewell, my loue farewell, kare well. _ 
FaxeweltfaireQueene,P2ince [on and noble Lozds.. 
Father F.czwater heartily adieu, | 


adieu my yeomen tall. Si 


*. 
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Matilda cloſe mine eyes. 
Frier farewell, farewell toall. 

Mat. O muſt my — — conſpire, 
To ſhut the mozning gates ol my liues lighte 

tz. It is a duetie, and thy lones deſire, 
Ile ehelpe thee girle to cloſe vp Robins ſight. 
g. Laments are booteleſſe, teares caunot relloze 
—— H— moze. 
And ſtuce our mirth is turned into mone, | 
Ora RIES 
— Auſtria, 
buriall. 


all to pour wod-ſongs therefozeveomen boly, 

Audveck his herle with — che tour d pou deare, 

Dlſpoſe his goods, as hee hath them diſpaſy, - 

Fitz water and watilda,bive pou here, | 

Dee vou the bodie vuto Wakefield bozne, 

Alittle wee will beare yee company, 

But all ot vs at London point to meete: 

Thither Fitz water, bing earle Robins men: 

Aud Frier,fce pou come aloug with chem. 
Fri. Ah my liege Lozd,the Frier faiuta, 

And bath no woꝛds to make complaints: 

But ſince he mult foʒſake this place, 

Pe will awaite, and than ks your Orace» 


| Song - Werge Sorgs.ye ten men waile, 


Yourhands with 
Warts — 


— as you ſing. 
Pere lies his Pꝛimer and his beades, 
His bent bowe and his arrowes kerne, 
 Hisgoodſwozde and his holy croſſe, - 
Now caſt on flowers freſh and grreene: 
And as they TN ſap, 
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Vella, wella dap, wella, wella day: 
Thus caſt pee flowers and ſing, 
And on to Wakefield take pour way. Exeunt. 
Fri. Vere vothe the F tier leaue with grieuance: 
Robin is deade, that grac't his entrance: 
And being dead he traues higaudience, 


With this ſhoztplay.they ce. 
Cheſt, Nap Frper,atrequeſtof thy kinde friend, 
Let not thyPlay ſo ſoont be at an en. 


Thouxh Robin Hoode be deade, his yeomen Cone, 
And that thou thinkſt there nowremaines not one, 
To act an other ©ceane o2 two io thee: 
Bet knowefull well, to pleaſe this company, 
e meane to end Marildacs Tragedie. | 
Fri. Off then, I withpou, with pour Kendall rene: 

Let not ſad griefe, in freſh aray be ſecne. 
Mat ildaes ſtozte is repleat mit teacres, 
Wrongs,deſolations,rumns, deadlyfeares. 
In, and attire vee: though J tired be, 
Pct will J tell mp miſtreſſe Tragedie. 
> pats maſter done I tuuacate: 

w!;ome hencefozth mpdeedes J dedicate: 
That of his Godhead, voue all Gods diuine, 
- With bis rich ſpirit he would lighten mine: 
That J may ling true lapes of trothlelle deedes, 
Which to 1 rg bleeds. 
Checre thee, ſad ſoule, and in a loftie line 
Thunder out wꝛong, comp aſt in clo wp teares. 

Emerinblacke, 

Shewe tothe eyes, fill the beholders cares, 
With all the liuely aces ot luſtfull rage, 
Retffraind by modeſt teares, and chaſtities tntreats, 
And let king lohn that ill partperſonage, 
Sy 1 — 


And 
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Earle of Huntington. 
Aud when he ſees all ſerueth to na end, 
Ok chaſte acildalet him make an end. 
Cho. We are all fitted, Frier, ſhall we beginne; 
Fri, Vell art thou ſuteꝭ : would my ozder wou 
Permit me habit equallto my heart. 5 
Cho. If you remember, lohn did take an oath, 


Neuer againe to ſeeke uatildaes loue. | 


Jud picking quarrels vnder ſhewe of kiune, 


Wholly diuorces his firſt Nucene away; 
ut pet Matilda, till, ſtill trobles him, 
d being in the Court, ſo okt he courts her, 
That by her noble father, old Fitz water, 
Obe 1sremoou'd from his luſt-tempting eye. 
But tides reſtraind,ozeſwell their bounds with rage: | | 
Her abſence addes moze fuellto his fire, | 
Ju lleepe he ſees her, and his waking thoughts, | 
Studie by dap to compalſe his deſire. Fees 
Che. Frier,ſince now youſpeake of viſions,. 
At was receiued by tradition, ; 
From thoſe that were right neerevntoking lohn, 
Df thꝛee ſtrange viſions, that to him appcard: 
And as J cueſle, A tould you what they were. 
Fri, Mitch them J will begin:dzaw but that vaile,, 
And there king lohn fits gin his chaire. 


EDrawe che curten the kiogſ keeping his ſworde by: 
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his ſide. Enter uſfris, before whome commeth 
Ambition: and bringing him before the chaire , ing 
lohnyinſleepe, maketh fignes to auoid, and hol- 
deth his owne crowne faſt with both his hands. 


Fri, Ambition, that had euer walter an king lohn, 


Now bzings htm Auſttia, eaſie to be tane, 

Being wholly tam'd by Richards war lie hand, 
And bids him adde that Dukevome tohts cromne: 
But be puts by Ambition, and contemnes 

All other kingdomes, but the Englich crowne, 
Mhich he holds kaſt, as it hee would not looſe, 


J Enter Cenſtauce, leading young Aribur: both offer 
to take the crowae; but with his footc he ouetturneth 
them: to them commeth en, ledde by the 
F. K. and L. menacing him; and lead the childe 
againe to the chaire: but he only layeth hand on his 
ſworde, and with his ſoote ouetthroweth the childe, 
whome they take vp as deade: and [»ſurreion flying, 
they mournefully beare in the hodie. 172 


Fr. The Ladie aud the childe that did aſceny, 
_ SDtrining in vaine to take the crowne from Iohn, 
Mere Conſtance, and her ſonne the Duke of Britaine, 
Deire to the eider bzotherof the king. 
Vet hee lleepes on, and with a little ſpurne, 
The mother and the Pzincedothonerturne, 
Againe when Iaſurrection them aſſiſts, 
Dtird by the French king, and the wzonged Earle, 
Whoſe troth-plight wife, king Iohn had tane to wie, 
— — rs en attempt 
| r ts, 

— — reteiues recurelelle _ 
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Parleof Huntington, 
| home they too late with bootelelle teares lament. 


C Enter Queene, with two children borne after her:ſhe 
aſcends, and ſeeing no motion, ſhe ſeteheth her chuls 
drxen one byone; but ſeeing yet no motion, ſhe deſcẽ- 
deth wringing her hands, and departeth.Enter Aa- 
tilda, in mourning vile, reading on a booke, ar 
whoſe comming he ſtarte th, and ſitteth vpright: as 
ſhee paſſeth by, hee ſmiles, and ſoldes his armes, as 
if hee did embtace her; being gone, he ſtarts ſodain- 


Hand ſpeakes. 


King. Matilda, lay Matilda, doe but ſpeake: 
Mpoes there: Intreate Matilda to come backe. 

Bon. bo would pou haue, my Lo2d? 

Kin. hy, my Lozd Bonuill: A would haue Matilda: 

That but euen now, paſt by toward the dooze, 
Bon. J ſawe her not mp Lo2d. 

King. Hadſt thou a loners eye, "a 
A gnat, a moate a ſhavowe thou wouldſt ſpp: 
Come followe me, ſhe cannot be ſo farre, | 
But J hall e her:come away. Exeunt. 
Fri · The laſt aÞpearance ſhadowedthe faite Queeue, 
And her two childzen, at whoſe ſight king lohn 
Ohe wd neither ſigne no2 ſheweof paſſion: - 
But when the ſunne camemaſkedin a cloude, 
— —— — hh 5 

are atlidacs * 

Darts, be claſpes, he wakes he cals, he ſeekes 
The ſhadowe of that ſubſtance he affects: 
To her he lewes, but he his ſute reiects: 
To him ſhe ſewes, but he her ſute neglectes: 
Be lues to be her loue, ſhe doth deſpile⸗ 
he lues to W denies, 
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- Wibatfollowee ofthis wilfull will, and (hall, 
This no and nap, this quenchleſſe, bootleſſe fire, 

This cold affect ion, and this hot deſire, 

The act it ſelfe ſhall te ll. and the pooʒe Frier, 

Your partiall fauours humbly doth require. Exit. 

g 


: Soundrrumpers, Enterkin geBonwilegSalſbary, 
Lovers 


Nin g. New A perteiue, this only was adzeame: 

| Diuine Matildaes [did appeare, 

De ckt like a Ueftall, reaviefo2 heauens quire, 

And tothis earthly truncke will not come neare. 

Mell, let her goe: J muſt pfaich,J maſt, 

And ſo J will: kings thoughts ſhould be diuine: 

So are uatildaes, ſo hencefo2th ſhall mine, 

Old Anb. So doing, peace ſhall wait vpon pour crown, 

And bleſſing vpon blelling ſhall berall · 

Kin. Its true nty Loꝛd, I know full well there ſhall, 
Salſ. Your people will wax pzoud ot ſuch a king, 

That of himſelfe is king, Loꝛs of his thoughts: 

Thich by allertion — —— — 

Is held to be the greateſt Empery. 
Kin. And they laid wilely; noble Ar 
Salſ. Then will Fitz water with his Nallant kroopes, 

Againe keepe triumphes inthe Englich Court. 

9 will Matilda | 

— e | 

— Like a bzight ſtarte, avoꝛne the lonely traine 

Ok beautious Lene the Queene, 

Whoſe only beauty equalſeth them all. 

Ki, Like an old foole, whoſe dim eyes wanting lighf, 

Comparft che ſunne,to common candlelight. 

Salſ. Pardon my liege: doe confeſfe, her fatre 

Erceedes all theſe,asfarre as day both night. 

— alludet: night by moone, by Saves; 


By 
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By wandzing fires,erhaled meteozs, 

By artiſici ali iightes, by eyes —— 
And little glow . woꝛme 

Path ſomewhere bz 
Under each Dozizon 
But they at no time, no where can be ſaid | 
To be leſſe darke, then dungeon , 
Pitch coloured;Eban fact, blacker than biacke, 
While her faire eyes giues beauty fobzight vay. 

Sal. Toheare ide Qutene thus pʒaiſ d wozks my cont7e. 
W I $ athoughe x4 would 


my Loꝛd. 
En 
The common-wealth will floꝛich r encreaſe. 
x — ol thoſe things now holopour peace: 
And cake the paines to fetch in Iſabell. ? ci 
T baue ſtrange tydings ſent me out of France, | 
Which the will take, A knowe,inas good part, 
As'J accept amn her Ala · 


— — Wap: 
Mhat think thou ot᷑ him Hubert tell me man. 
Hub. As of a good old gentleman my Lozd, 4 
Chat ſpeaks but what he thinks, x thinks bruch 
As he doth : and J warrant you 
Mill not canceale rholepzailesfromtheQueene, | 
Which as hee deemes vou vecred in herpaile. 
Kin, I would haus them beleeneit ſs indeedgs 
But J pꝛoteſt, is no part of my Creede. | 
Hu.Jfaith your Grace didOxfords years great ang. 
To curtall his good wozke,thatſeem'vſolong: - 
Dep peraduenture would haue bꝛought inmoze,' 
ter his Pꝛelate, ta _ WI fox, Say 


The death of Robert 
Perchaunce he would haue ſhew'd dame vanitie, 
That in pour Court is laffered howerly: 
And bad you puniſh ruſflans with long haire, 

Newe lathions, and luch toyes ea ſpecial care 

Has that good mant he turnes the ſtatute booke: 

About his hall and chambers if you looke, 

The mozall vertues in faire effigle, 

Are liuelp painted :mozall Philoſophte 

Pas not a ſencence, be it great oz ſmall, 

But it is painted ou his Yonours wall · 
| ' Enter Queene, Oxford. . 

Kin, Peace, peace, he comes, now lets be ſilent all. 
Salſ. J tell you J was pzoud of his good w02ds. 
Qu, God hold them Oxford: fox its oftenſeene, 

A reconciled foe fmall good affozvs: (hold you deare · 
Salſ. O fo2 beare:truff me, J gage my Yonour he doth 
King. How cheere you lſabellꝰ The ear le, your ſpoule 

Path ſent defiance tothe king vour huſband, 

And like a tried tall ſoul dier, led his hold s 

Jn Matchland; tere he knowes, deſpight ol him, 

And all the men that he therein can raile, 

King lohn could haue (en; dogs enowe to teare 

Their ill arm d bodies peece-meale, ere his bands 

Should with baſe blood hane ſtaind their noble hãds. 

And whether is this wozſhipfull good Earle * 

(Tbis ſirſt laue, old loue, newe loue if you will 

Gone thinks your Ladiſhippe? Fozfooth, good man, 

To Nozmandy; and there he irs vp coales, © 

And vrge ch ſtrong aid fo2 confederates, 

Who, aahe ſates,aretreacheroully diſpoſ d. 

Qu, Ikł he doe ſo, the greater is his ſinne: 

Boote man, J haue no intereſt in him. 

ing. But he hath had in you, as it ſhould ſeeme, 


Els would he not make ſonnets of your bzowe, 
Four exe, vour lip, your hand, your thigh, 
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A plague vponhim:how came he ſo nigb⸗ 
Nax, num pou haue the curſt queanes counterſet: 
Though rage you ſhake, becauſe you cannot raue. 
1 ———ůů——ů — 
Entitle a whole Poem to pour kiſſe, 
Calling it cherp,ruby, thisom and this? 
Itellpon, Jam — Tout loue, 


Salſ. Yes, but not taken. 
Hu. Pes, andtaken too. 

Though muddy ſlaues, whoſe ballafizing rimes, 
Vith wozds vnpolicht, ſhe we their bzutiſh 
Naming their Baukins in each luſttull line: 

Let ns teleſtiall beautie looke awze, 

When well wiit poemes, touching her rich pzaile, 
Are offerd to her vnſtain dvertues eye. 
Fon Poetries hich ſpꝛighted ſonnes willraiſe, £ 
Crue beautie to all wicht efernitiet ' 
Therefoze my Lond. your age is much to blame, 

To thinke a taken Poeme Ladies ſhame, 
Sia. Pouſee the King. thats better read than you, 
And far moze wzongdthan J, takes it not wel. 

Ni. pes but J doe: Jthinke not Iſabell, Lozd, 
The wozlefoz any wziting ol Brunes« 
Sa. Mill you ha the troth mp Load rhinkeſo too: 


And though A be an old man, by myſwozd, | 
Pparme ſhall iuſtiſie my tonſtant woꝛd · T 
Aran. + 1 e. 
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Qu» After a long ſtoꝛme in atroublous ſea, 
The Pilot is no gladderof a calme, | 
Than Iſadbell to ſee the vexed lookes 
Ot her lou d Lozd, chang d intoſweete aſpects. 

Kin, I will not tell thee what a wozld offoes, 
Foz thy loue deare loue ) riſeagaiuſt mp life, 
| To himſelſe. 
(Matildaes lonetfeweſwords will fight for thee) 
A will not number vp the many woes 
That ſball be multiplied,frife vpon ftrife 
ill follow £ But to ſhunne inſuing ils, 
Ile take ſhuch pledges as ſhall pleaſe me aske, 
Ok each pꝛoud Baron, dwelling in the Realme, 
Bruſe ki nſman, and the deputie to March, 
Hath a high minded Lady to his wife, 
An able ſonne foz armes, and a leſle bo p, 
That is the comfoztof his fathers life: 
Madame, I know youlcue the Lady well, 
And ok her wealth you may be bold to build, 
By lending pou kaure hundzed white milch kine, 
And ten like coloured bulles, fo ſerue that heard: 
Do faire,that euery cow did15 ſeeme, 
And euery bull Europaes rauiſher. 
To friend my ſelte with ſuch a ſubiects truth, 
Thus J commaund; Nou, and Earle Salſbury 
Shall, with what ſpecdeconneniently ye map, 
Dye pe to Gilford, there the Ladle lies, 
And her ſonnes too, as J am told by ſpies; 
All that ſhe hath, Aknoweſhe calleth vours, 
All that the hath, J gladly wonld call mine, 8 
If the abuſe pee : it che vle yee well, +2 
Foz euer be, what ſhe retaines,herowne: 
Only goe by as Queenes in pꝛogreſſe doe, 
Aud ſend me wozd how ſhe rẽteiueth vou. 
QuWell,J auouch che will;befoze J goe, 
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Fare be it, lohn ſhonly pꝛooue LozdBruſcsfoe, 
Chme noble Oxford, I long to be at Gilford. 
Salſ · Jnſuch abuſineſſe,Padam,ſovoe J. Ereunt. 6 
King, Goe on, good ſtales, nom Gilford is mine owne- | 
nubert, I charge you take an hundzed hozle, 
Andfollowe vnto Gilford Cattle gates, 
The Queene, pꝛetend you come totendvpon, 
Sent carefully from vs: when vou are in, 
Boldly demaund the L ady fo2 her ſonnes, 
Foꝛ pledges of herhuſbands faich and hers: 
Thome when pee haue, vpon the Caſtle ſeize, 
And kerpe it ta our bſe vntill wecome: 
Peane while let me alone with Hugh your fonne, 
To woꝛke a wonder, ino pꝛodigie: 
But, wh atſoere, it hall attempted be. HE 
nub.Euen that which to pour Mateſtie 
May ſeeme content full, thereto J agree. 
King · Goe then to Gilford, and a victo? be. Exit nub. 
Moubray, our maſkꝭꝛ are you and Cheſter ready: | 
Mow. Me will befoꝛe pour Grace, I warrant pou. 
King. Dom thinkſt ot it, Mowbray? 
Hu. As on a maſke; but fo2 our ftozch-bearers, 
Hell cannot rake ſo mad a crewe as J. 
gf aith,who is chiefe's 
uu · Will Brand, my Lozv, oor 
But then — — 
The raigne once got, hes apt fo i 
Xin knowe villain 4 0 and grim: 
But as a ty-dogge A will m 2 
Ale bring bim vp to kawne vpon my friends, 
And wozry dead my foes. But to our mal ke. 
I meanethis night toreuellatthefeaſf, 
Uhere kaire uatilda grateth euer gueſt; 
And it mx hu den curteſie ſhe grace, 
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Id Bainaꝛds Caſfle good Fitz waters place, 
— will make rich, with ropall Englands wealth: 
But ifſhe do not: not thole ſcattred bands, 
Dꝛopping from Auſtria, and the Holy land, 

That boaſt ſo much ofglozious victoꝛ ies. 
Shall ſtoppe the inundations of thoſe woes, 
That like a deluge J will bzing on them: 
Ak nowe the crue is chere, baniſh allfeares: : 
Af wꝛongd, they ſhall be ours, it welcome, theirs.Exeũt 
Enter Fitæ water _ his 2 Bruſe, and callforth 
1 hi ter. 
Fitz. Aby bom now votary?ftill at your booke? 
Euer in mourning weedes : Foz ſhame,foz'ſhame, 
' With better entertainement cheere our friends. 
Moto by the bleſt crofle you are much tos blame, 
Lo croſſe our mirth thus: you are much too blame Iſay. 
Good Lo2d,hath neuer woe inough of wellada/ 
Indeed, indeede, ä 5 
Some lozrow fits: but this is moze than neede. 
Mat, Goodfatherpardonme, _ 
Fou ſaw J late the ſupper and the banquet, 
You knowe J cannot dance, diſcourſe J ſhunne; 
By reaſon that my wit, but ſmall befoze, 
Comes karre behindetheripe wits ot our age. 
Luoung B. Poul be too ripe fo; mariage, 
Ik you delay. by dap,and dap, thus long, 
Cbere is the noble Wigmore, lozd of the March, 
That lyes on Wye, Lug, and the Seuerne ſtreames, 
Hts ſonne is like the ſun nes ſyꝛes Ganime de, 
Aud toꝛ your loue hath ſent a Load toplead: 
His abſence, I didpurpoſe toercuſe: · | 
¶ Enter Le er, Richmond. 
But Leſter is the man fo2 him that ſues . | 
F. y couſin Bruſe hath bene your B2oker ,Leſtery 
At leaſt hach bꝛoke the matter to my girle. 
Zeſt, O to2 a barber at the time of neede, 
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Oꝛ one of thele that dzelles pertwiga, £ 
To decke my gray head with a pouthlull hairs: 
But J muſt too t. Matilda, thus it is; 
Sap, can ye loue mee? J am Wigmors ſonne. 
u My couſin ſatd, he look t like Ganimede: 
Brit vou, but pou. 13 72 
Ley. But J, but J. pou lap, 
Am rather line old Chremes in a play. 
But thats a nice obiection: I am hee, 
But by atturneyſhippe made deputie- 85 
Mat. Des neuer like to ſpeede well, all his life, 
That by atturaey ſues to winne a wife: · | 
But graunt you are, whome you ſeeme nothing like, 
Young Wigmore, the heire to this noble Lozd: 
He foz his ſonne hath pet ſent vs nere a w92d. 
Old. Br. It you grant loue, when his ſonne voth wooe, - 
Then in pour ioynture heele ſend, ſay, and doe. 
v. Br · And ko; a dooer, colin take mp wozd, - 
Looke foz a good egge. he was a good bird: 
Cocke a the game ikaith, neuer keare. 
M2: J, but Jfearethe match will fall out ill. 
Becauſe he ſaies his ſonne is named Will. 
Fitz, And why good daughter; Path ſome Palmiſter, 
Some Augur, o ſome dꝛeaming Calculator 5 
(Foz ſuch J know you often hearken to) 
Bene pꝛating gainſt the namer Go too, go too, 
Doe not beleene them. Leſter, fall towooe. 
ua I mult beleeue my kather, and tis you, 
Sureheeleg 4, rr bessa to your w/ll, 
nd ug dad, ed to out | 
Fitz. God foz thy mercy, haue pte cateht me there? 
Wigmore is William, woman · Leſter, ſpeake, 
Thou art the ſimpleſt wooer inthe wozld.. | 
Left, Nou haue put me out,+ ſhehathtookemedowne 
Nou with pour talke, he with her ready tongue. 
Fou told me Jlhould find — and ſtill, * 
| 4 
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And ſcarte a woꝛde tome from her in an hower, 
Then did J thinke, J ſhould haue all the talke, 
Unhindzed by your willingneſſe fo helpe, 
Unanſwerd till à had no moze toſap : And then 
Y-B, What then ꝛche with a courtlꝑ curtlie ſaping nay, 
Ma. Pour friends atturney might haue gone his way, 
Witch as great credit, as did that D2ato2, 
Thich handling an Ozation, ſome thzeehowers, 
All fo2 the matter, woꝛſe than bad fo phꝛaſe: 
Hauing (aid Dixi; lookt, and kound not one, 
To pꝛaiſe 02 diſp2aiſe his Ozation: 
Foꝛ, wearied wichhis calke,chey all were gone» 
F. Now bymp troth,ifanptroth I haue, 
A am,as merry at uatildaes mirth, 
As Z was glad to ſee her firlt vaies birth. 
Foz till this hower, ſo helpe me holidam, 
Since the too fimely death of nuntington, 
Not ablithe wozd had paſſage though her lips. 
Ley. Ser what apleaſing humour wooers bzing, 
Coſ. B O but pee leaue too ſoone. 
Ley · Pet ſhe auerers 
I ftand too long, all Achuſe yours oz hers? | 
Mat · Either fozbeare,J p2ay pee, foʒ a while. 
Welcome Lozd Richmond. | 
Kich · IUhat, doth Matilda ſmile? 
That till like ſadneſſe ſolitaryłat: ; 
Then off with wivowes weedes,and teach your feete, 
(That hanefozgot fo2 wantofexerciſe, | 
And by the meanes your ſozrowe had no meane) F 
Co tread ameaſure: foz a gallantcrue, 995 
Ok courtly mac kers landed at the Kaires, 
— whome —— am come, 
aue pꝛeuented, 3 ue, their page, 
Who with his toꝛch is entred. 125 
ritz. Richmond, thaunkes: 
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If you haue onght to ſay about the maſkers, 

Beleech the Gentlemen to enter in: SR 

For they are welcome gueſts to old Fitz water. | 
Exit Meſſenger. | 

Sonne, ſonne, Ipꝛaꝝ vou fetch the Ladies in: 

e haue beene talking here about a match, 

And left our noble friends in diſcontent. 

| Rich. Nay by my faith, we had much merrimenc; 

Pet thought it long, you neither came,noz ſent. 

Matilda faints, and firs downe, 

Fitz. Vom now Matilda? pꝛaythee cheere thee girle- 
Mat. I thought it was a lightning befozedeath; 2 

Too ſodgine to be certaine : good pleaſure ſtay. @: 

Enter Ladies 

Ailt thou not wantonẽ churle then goe thy way, 

Aſter maske. 

Ri C Ahatꝰchang d ſo ſoon : lo ſoon kalne to pour dũps: 
Cheerly:the maſke comes in. O God, this veile & looke 
Fit not this ſpoꝛt · * 

Mat. Ile leaue it. 8 ' (ay 
Left, Nap:fo2 your loue, Williams ſake, faire maiden 


Dance: Maſkers take each a Ladicylobn Matilda: 
but refuſing, father; 


This is noc ourtſhip daughter, be not nice; 
Nou both abuſe him and diſparage vs: 
Bis kellowes had the Ladies they did chuſe, 
And wel you knowe, heres no moze maids than Maud: 
Hour ſelke are all our ſtoze: I p2ay vou riſe, 
Oz by my faith, J ſay vou doe vs wrong. 5 
Mlat. I wil do what you wil: lead, lead pour daunce- 
Ki, Rou know me by my ſpeach. 
Mat. Amy Liege, J: O! that temptatisus tongue 
Dad no where to be but in pour head. 
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King 


The death of Robert 


A. Mell, ſaꝝ J haue her tongue, bad J not neede, 
Mben you haue both her eyes: nay all her ſhape: 
Able to tempt enen loue himſe le to rape. 

ua. Good mp Lozdleaue; oꝛ J wil leaue the place. 


Daunce againez& in che firſt courſe CHairlds flings 
from him: John followes, 
Fitz. Daunte out your Galliard:Gods deare holibzead, 
P' are too foꝛgettull:daunce, oʒ by my eroth, 
ou l moue my patience moze than J will ſpeake. 
Ske vnwflling, /ob» roughly puls her. 
Nay loft vnmannerd ſir, vou are too rough? = 
Her ioynts are weake,your armes are ſtrong t fough- 
Ik pee come here foz ſpoʒt you welcome be, 
It not, better pour roome than ſuch bad company, 
lobn threatens him by ſignes. | 
Doſt thzeaten mee? theu will I ſee thy face, 
Kin. And ſo thou ſhalt,looke on me rebell Lozd; 
Thou that wert late afactious ring-leader, 
And in the open ſteld gau'ſt me fierce fight, 
Art thou againe gathering another head, 
That with ſuch rudeneſſe thou doft entertaine 
The gentle comming of thy Soueraigne? 
Fitz. Py bꝛead Loꝛd, heate me, and fozgiue this fault: 
Mhat J haue earft done, long ſince yon fozgaue: 
If J did lead the Barons in the field, 
The Barons chole me, when they could not chule 
But make ſome leader, pou were ſo milled. He 
hen better thoughts entred pour ropallbzealt, 
We then obeyd pou, as our Soueraigne head. 
King, You did euen what pou liſt, and ſo doe ill. 
I am the king, but pou mult haue pour will: 
The plaine froth is, we are not come in ſpozxt, 
Though foz our comming, this was aur beſt e 
Fox 


Earle of Huntington. 


Foz if we neuer come, till you doe (end, 
Te mult not be your gueſts while bankers laſt, 
Contentious bzauls vou howerly ſendto vs: In 4 
But we may lend and lend, and pou returne, 
This Loꝛd is ſicke, that pained withchegout, 
Ve tid from home. You thinke Jfinde not out 
Pour cloſe confederacies:yes I doe, no doubt. 
_ Leſt. Ir there be here acloſe tontederate, | Re” 
Sods vengeance lighe vpon him with my hate * 
EX Na, vou are open Leſter, that I kuoae. 
Ch. Iby the Loꝛd, my Tod, xour open toe. (Chefter, 
Leſt. By thy Loos Lozd,and mine, pꝛoud Rafe k 
Thou dart not ſay ſo, wert thou from the king, | " 
Mow, Yes, but he dares and ſhall, , 
Rich. Mowbray,ifyon ſtand by, | 
He dares perchance,cls will the daſfaryfly, (ſpeach: 
Ch. My owne ſwoꝛd ſhall maintaine mp tongues true 
Foz it is not frequented to ſuch lies, 
As wꝛangling Leſter, and pꝛoud Richmond vſe: 
It cannot ſet out like a thundzingdzumme, | | 0 
Dz roaring Canon, ſtuft with naught but bꝛags, 
The multitudes ol ſeas died red with blood, 
And famous cities into cinders turn d, 
By their two armed armes. 
King. J Cheſter» 
And then they ſhewe vs rags, tozne off belike, 
From pooꝛe decayed Ladies petticotes: 
Foz neither bill,noz feathered ſpot, noꝛ pike 
Made halte o2 any ot thoſe rents they haue: 
Thele patcht together, faſtned vntoffanes, 
Thep will not ſtick to lweare, haue beene aduanct 
Againſt the Sophie Souldan, and the Turke, 
Le. Do not maintaine pzoud Cheſter, my lines Liege. 
Your woꝛds J muſt put vp: his if I beare 
Yes pou ſhall beare them, 1 and pet not * 
3 
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Thedeath of Roberr 


We haue you muzzeld now; remember once 

Fou bꝛau d vs with your Bombard boaſting wo2ds: 

Come dꝛtekelp, Leſter, Richm6d,both Fitz waters, Bruſe, 

Deliuer vp your [wozds immediatly: : 

And either yield your bodies toour hands, 

Oz giue ſuch pledges as we ſhall accept, 

Untoour Steward Wincheſter, withſpeede, - 
Leſt. Iwill notleaue my armes, no bzeak my wozd | 

Extept J be pꝛouok t: vour liege man A am cwozue: 

That oath is pledge enough. It you miſlike 

Kin. Thou heareſt me lay, I doe. 


Leſt. And J reply, that pledge refuſd,J have no moꝛe 


fo2 pou, | 
Rich, And Richmond ſates as noble Leſter ſaith; 


.|  Alreadie haue weplighted lame andfaith: 


Which being ſcoznde, returns to vs agatne, 

And by the kings owne mouth, we are diſcharg d. 
Kin,Fitzwater, what ſay you? | "* 
Fitz. hat pledge deſires my Liege: 

King · I aſke your ſtubbozne daughter. 
Vong Br. That were a gage to be ingag d. 
Fitz. Peate thou head-ffrong box. | 

Pardon me ſoueraigne:all my power is yours: 

My goods you may commaund, my life you map: 

My childzen too J know with both their liues, 

Will readily aduenture deaths wozſt wzongs, 

To doe ſuch ſeruice as true ſubiects ſhould: 

But honozable kame, true chaſtitie 

Kin · Make noexceptions,pield het vp to mee, 

Oꝛ looke foꝛ ay fo2 my enmitie. 

Fitz. Nap then Firzwater tels pour Maieſtie, 
Yon doe him wꝛong and well will let you wit, 
Pe will dekende his honour to the death, | 

King. And Bruſe, you are nootherwile diſpoſ d, 
Bou will not giue your ſons to me top pledge, 


Earle of Huntington. 
Br. I haue but one. being my leſſer bo 

Who's at Gilford : foʒ mp other — 4 

Ki. e bzaues me with the rell. | 
ell it is night, and theres no ſunne tolweare by, 
But by Gods ſonne:and by him J here pꝛoteſt, 
A miſerable ſtoꝛme this night to raiſe, 
That ſhall not ceaſe, while England gineth reſt, 
To ſuch vile traitozs:Bruſe Ne begin with you: 
Iwill ikaith, as true as God is true. 

Exeunt king, cum ſuis. 

Leſt. Then ſhal aſtozme be raiſ d againſt aſfozme, 
Ind tempeſt be with tempeſt beaten backe. 

Fitz. But this firme Jland like the ſea will toſſe, 
And many goodly buildings goe to wzacke, 
Mam a widowe weepe her dying ſonne, 
And many a mother to her helpleſſe babes 
Cry out vncomtoꝛtably ʒchildzen peace, 
Four crying vnto me is all in vaine, 
Dead is my huſbaud, pour pooze father flaine. 

Yong Br. Me can not helpe it vnkle. (power: 


Ri · Ro, you ſee intreats & humble ſutes baue nom no 


But luſt and w)ath the kingdome doth deudur. 
Br. Me he did menace firſt, and much J keare 
tHe will to Gilford, and my wife. 
Fitz. O, bye to ſaue her. Richmond ride with 
Rich. Let vs away Bruſe, leuſt we come to late, 
And with vs takeſomeſcozecf men well armde. 
Exeunt Richmond, | 
Fitz. Doe: Leſter, and ſolte will keepe the citiez 
Ci we are turniſht with an able | 


And poaſt to Hartford Caftle with pour liſter: 
Sith wzong will wake vs, we will keepe ſuch watch; 
As fox his life,he ſhall not hurt vs bing. F 


[ 
E xeunt omhes, 


— 


4 


* 


Nephew. Bruſe, ſhaltake an hundzed armed men, 


| En. 


| 
| 
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' As to pꝛepare an entrance foz my foe« 


| The death of Robert 


Enter Queene, Bruſes Ladie, Hubert, Salſbury. 
Qu. Be comfozted good Madame, doe not feare, 
But giue your ſonne as pledge vuco the king: 
Your ſelfe at Court may keepehim company. 
Wif.J am betraid, alas J am betraid, 
And little thought your Mighneſſe had bene bent, 
So much againſt me, fo mp many loues, 


d. Ichall line in heauen, à did not knowe 
Of nuberts comming: but lament not this: 
Your ſonne you lay is gone; what feare you then? 
Wi. O madame,murder,miſchiefe,wzongs ofmen 
Iteare, J feare: what iſt J doe not fcare? 
Sith hope is ſo karre of, deſpaire ſo neare. 
Ox. Ant were mee good Hubert, I pꝛay the nubert doe. 
Mhat thinke you ofthis matter, may Jon pour woꝛd 
Perſwade the woman that all things are well? 
Hu. Nou may perſwade her, if you can my Loꝛd: 
Foz I pꝛoteſt A knoweno other thing, 
But tha: the king would haue him fo2 a pledge of the 
Load Bruſesfaith. 
Salſ. And reaſon too. Now by mp Honour, — 
_ it is good reaſon. 
ruſe, I tell pou plaine, 
Is no ſound cloake, to keep lohn from the raiue. 1 
I will goe to her · nu. Doe good ſimple Earle» 
If not by thzeats,noz my intreats ſhe picld, 
Thy bꝛaine is barren ot inuention, 
Dꝛied vp with carez# neuer will ſhee yield her fonne to 


thee, that hauing pgwer,wantlt wit · 


Br. Wife. Iouetheare thee Hubert. 
Ox. So do A dame Bruſe: 
But ſtit no coles:the man is well belau v, 
Andmerits moze than ſo, 
Bru. W. But Þ will anlwere. 3 
Hubert 
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Earle of Huntington. 
nubert, thou fatall keeper of pooze babes, — ö 
That are appointed hoſtages foz lobn, _ | 
Pad J a ſonne here, as I haue not one | ; 
Foꝛʒ yeſterdap J ſenthim into Wales } 
Thinklt thou J would be lo deccenerate, 
So karre from kinde,to giue him vnto thee? 
J would not I pꝛoteſl: thou knoweſt my minde. 


Ox. Ladie, you feare moze than yon needeto doe, 
Indee de you doe, in very deede you doe: 
Hubert is wzongd about the thing you meane, 
About young Arthus: O, I thought twas (ls: 
Indeede the honeſt, goon, kinde gentleman 
Did all he might fo2 lafexard ot the childe. 

Qu. Beleeue me Padame Bruſe, the man is wꝛongd. 

B. w. But he mongs me, to keepe my Caſtle thus, 

Dilarming my true feruants,arming his, 
Now moze of outrage comes, what ſhall J doe? 
8 ¶ Enter the king, Mowbray, x ĩncbeſter, Cheſter. 
King. O this is well. Hubert, wheres Bruſesſonne? 
Wi. Mhere thou ſhalt neuer ſee him, lohn. 
R. Ladie, we ſhall haue tal ke wich you anont. 
Where is he uber? | - (toconfelle. 
Hu. id, oʒ fled my Lozd:we can by no means get her 
Sa. Welcome to Gilſord, Oxfords lieteſt Load. 
R. Hou ſtarce giue welcome, ere J bid you goe: 
Foz you my Lozd,the Queene and Wincheſter, 
Shall march to narford. Sweete llabell,. 
And it thou loue me, płapthe Amazon. 
Matilda that hath long bewiteht mine eye, - 
Is as J heare by ſpials, now in Hatſd Cattle: 
Beſiege her there: for now her hauty father 
Ruffians it vp and downe,and all the brood 
Df viperous traitors whet their poyloned teeth, 
—— map feed — te ee a 
Ove for ward, and goe with you victorie: | 
| 44 Which 
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' Thedeath ofRobert 


Thich to afſure,mp powers ſhall followe pou. 
Salſ. Did I not tell you this ꝛchen truſt me next: 
Nay he is chang d, and cares no moꝛe fo her, 
Than doe Padame. 

King. Be gone J ſap, be gone- 
Your ſpeede, rich victozy attendeth on: 


But pour delay 


Pay giue your foes the happie glozious day. 
Qu. One boone my Liege, and part. 

Kin. Be hziełe · 

Qu · Sbew that pooze Ladie pittie, I beſeech. Breunt. 

Kin. I will indeede · Come Ladie, let vs in. uy 
Pon haue a ſonne, goe in and bʒing him mee, 
And fo: the Queenes ſake 5 will fauour pee. 

B. W. A haue no ſon:come, come:come in and ſearch, 
And if you finde him, wzetched map J bee Ex. 

Ki. Che ſter and nubert, ſee pou keepe good watch. 


Not karre of doe I heare a warlike ſound: 


1 


Bruſe on my lite: looke too t while I goe in 


To ſeeke this boy; foʒ needs we muſt haue him, 

Come with vs Mowbray, „ Ereum. 
I Enter Braſe, Richmond, Souldiers. 

Rich. The Caſtle gates are ſhut. what hoꝛwhat ho? 

Nou that are ts tothe Lady Bruſe, 

Ariſe, make entrance fo2 your Loꝛd and friends, 

by Enter, or aboue Hugb YVincheſter. 
nu. e will make ine ere pee enter here. 


Mho haue we there, Richmond and Bruſe ? Iſt you: 


Mhat, vp ſo ſoone, axe pee ſocarelp here: 


In yon yfatth the Pꝛouerb s veriſied: 


Fare earely vp, and yet are nere theneare, 
Rich The wozſeour foꝛtune. Bruſe let vs goe hence, 


TTle haue no power to fight, nor make defence. 
C. QAhat Richmond, will pou pꝛoue a Runaway? 
Rich, From thee goon Wincheſter: Now p Low defend. 
Brule 


Earle of 3 


Bruſe. we will tay and ſight. 
Boe * we haue but twentie men , & they 
etyr 
But ere we doe retire, tell me Lozd Hubert, 
here are my wife and ſonne* 
Hu. Pour wife is here, your ſanne we cannot finde. 
Br-Lecſone wife.highb - comfozt finde- 


q 3 Ladie Brwſe, 
Cheſt, — mare 
Ki, I let himgoe:we hane good pledges: though wee 
ſeebut one, 
CREDIT areſure will come anone, 
ow, Joe aduiſe pou,fo2 pour owne diſcharge, 
Dang ſonne vnto the king. 
Napler hr chu r 
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L.Br, — 2 by ther, to — yo. 
kinds and pꝛettie boy , giuen co an vnkinde killer of 
ſweete boyes: ? 
Cf. Padame go tod, take counſellof pour friends, 
J warrant you the king will vſehim well» 
L,B.J,ashevſdhis epbewe, arthur Cheſter: 
Ood blefſemy childe krom being vſed ſo. 

now. Sit Hubert, what are all thepeople voided, 
Thebozles andthecattlecurned foth? 

Hu»xowbray,thep be. 

Mow, Then will J *ethe kings commnnvement. 
LB. Mhat mill he doe! good lozd,Whar mill he doe / 
Mowbray, I pzap pou what iff you will doe. 

I. RE Te eines 

L- o tarry man 
Hold me not Cheſter, gentle Mowbray tay: a 
Good nubert let me goe+ 


Mow⸗ 
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The death of Robert 
no. Nou muſt not goe: the king is moou'd and will 
not heare you ſpeake- 7 

L. Br. But he ſhall — mee, Pittie mee king Iohn, 
tall Mowbray backe:heare mee fo pitties lake, regard 
the Ladie Bruſes wofull cx. | 
K. chat doft thou aſke? 
Ia. Kirſt call backe Mowbray. 

K Stay Mowbray: nom be bziefe. 

L. I haue ſome linnen garments,iewels,ty2es; 
Packt in a hamper here within the lodge: 


D let me laue it rom conſuming fire. 


K. And is this all: | 4 
La. Its al the little all, I here haue left. 
King. Awap, ſet firc;linnen and traſh. 
1.05 once moxe heare mee, theres a pꝛetious Jem, 
Fou haue not an ric her in ali the Realme: | 
It fire doeblemiſhit,Arce neuer moze, 
To his true colour, can the ſame reſtoz e. 
Ki, Fetch it:two ol ye helpe het w her hamper hither. 
La.Nay,nap:one will ſuffice: the Jewell ik J ſaue, is 


all Jacke. Exit with Cheſter. 


Kin. We ſhall her Jewell hane, * 

Hu. She is very fearefull I ſhould keepe her ſonne. 

Within „La. Ne doe, pee doe. | 

Ki. Alas good Ladie⸗harke, Cheſter & ſhe are chiding. 

| Enter Cheſter and ſhe,lcading the boy. | 
La. Let goe his hand, Js this a pame thinke you, / 
To holde atender hand in: fie foxhame: | 


| AnoblemanſochurliſhiLookeA pray, 


His armes are grit les. | 

King. Dom now Lady ruſe, 
Doth Cheſtet hurt the Jewell of pour ioy': 
Now by mytroth it is a pꝛettie boy. 


La. J:knewe your Paieſtis as much as J,you would 


ſap moze. | 


8 Xing 
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Earle of Huntington. 


Ki. Tell. he and you of vs no w2ongſhallhane: | 
But tay in Windſor Caſtle withſir Walter Blune, 
And honourably be vſed:p2onided ſtill, 
Your huſband and pour ſonne obep our will. 

L.For this great mercie,if theydiſobey, 
My ſelfe will chide them · Foꝛtune followe Iohn, 


And on his foes fall ſ wil uctioan. Exeunt. 
Ke Come let vs now theQueene # Oxford. 
| t omnes. 0 | 


Enter ho 8 Souldietse J 
Ou, Now are pee, wozthy andrefojued men, 
Come to the tage where che vucleane birds bide, 
That tyre on all the faire flight in the Realme. 
Summonthis Caſfle,oz(to my wozds) 
This * —— —— 

** Jong Brgſesj 6 
113 
Ox Stay m—_— — b 
Oz rather wilfull:foz ſuch me thinke they be. 

Qu. Se pee pon baggage, muffled in black weeeds? 
Thoſe clouds folde in the Comet. that poztends: 
Sad deſolation to this ropall Realme: 

Fo2 enter ſeeke to maſkeherlight, good friends. 

Let vs viſrobe her ofeach little benme, 
And then your Phoebus willone Phoehe haue, 
That while they line ſhall lend your e 
Giue ioy vnto pour dap, tet to pour nigbe⸗ 

Aſſaile them: ſtay not 380) 6 7. 2/97 40 

Ox. tap, and aſſaie them dirt. 

I tap to pou faire Queene this kact is foule.. 
Let not pꝛouoking wozos whet dull edg d ſwo2ds: * 
But try if we can blunt ſharpe blades with words. 
Fitz waters Nephew, Bruſe, I ſee thee there, 

And tell thee, it is ſhame 35 ſuch a bop, 
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Co lead a many able men to fight. 
And modeft looking maid, J ſee vou too: 
And vufic ſight, to viewe virginit ie 
Guarded with other ſouldiers, chan good pꝛaiers: 
But you will ſay the king oct aſions it. N 
Say what you will. no king but would fake cauſe! 
— offence: pteldyou young Bruſe : du. mother is 
DINE | 
Pield you poung maſid:pourfather is in holde 
ua. Mill the QAueene keepe me from the luſttull king 
Then will zpield. 
Qu · Aplague vpon this counterfaiting queane, 
at. Gods bleſſed mercp, will you Mill be mad, 
And wꝛong a noble virgine wich vile (peache. 
Ox, Let me alone Matilda, malden kaire, 
Thou virgine ſpouſe, true Huntington iuſt herre, 
Wile thou come hitherꝰ and J doe pꝛoteſt, 
The Nueene and J, to mitigate this warre, 
Will doe what thou wouldeſt haue. 
Ma J come. 
Bt Nou ſhall not goe: ſound dʒuma to warte. 
Ox. Alack, alack foz woe: welt God log vs, ſich it 
will ne fight, | W 
8. » 0 
Ox. Ahat ſtaꝝ vou toꝭ ho 
Bt. Matildaes crpes doe ſtap vs. 
at, Oxford, A came in hope of thy defence, 
Br-Firft will I die,ere pou ſhall yield pour ſelfe; 
To any coward Lozd thatſerues the Ring. 
Ox-Cowardpzoud bop then ſindeſt me nofuchbeaff, 
Aud thou ſhalt rue in earneſt this rude iat · 
- Fightagaine, Matilda taken, led by the haue by 
wo Souldiers, a 
Gln bands, how hale you vertuous honour fozth? 


u'voe not well:away:now by mp faith, 
F "fo 


| 
| 
\ 


Earleof Huntington, 
—— not well A ſap, 

ke her, kaire Queene, vſe her as ſhe deſernes: 
—— fatre,ſhees noble, chaſt, and debonaire. 

J muſt.at toꝛding to due courſeof warre, 
ee that our ſouldiers ſtatter not too fare, 
Leal what care wonne,our negligence mraylooſe.Ext, 

Qu. Is this the nelen, this the Paragon, 

That makes the Engliſh llinnus flame ſo fall 
——ů 
Jam not rauicht pet, as nelen was, 
J know not what will come of1obns deſire, 
 Thatrages like the dea, that burnes lite fire, 
— — lone Ile teare ee 

Enter er Oxford, 

Ma. Doe, doe. t you will. 
Ox. hol goes this geere?ha?foule fall fo foule a deed, 
Pooze chaſt childe ot Fita water doſt thou bleeve. 

By Gods bleſt mother this is moze thanneede: 

And moe J tell pon true than J would beare, . 

Werenotthedanger of thocampely neere. 
-/ Yn | 

Meſl. 7 Loch deren 
Lo2d Bruſe the father,topneth with'the ſonne 


Ox. thy heres he matter, we malt ſpendour tie, | 


To keepe pour nailes from ſcratehing tanocence, 
Which ſhould haue beene beds wedloz our defence. 
Uhac ſhall we now dag/helpe me holy God, 


—̃— » — 
N ſonne and 


Br. Is the a 


The foe is come, and weareout of ranke. 


G3 Com- 


4 * 2 1 N 
i: — — — — — 
CY 
— Os * 6.00 4 pa 2 — A 200" * wo * 


2 * 


r 


The death of Robert 


Commend me to Firzw ater, loue thy bꝛother, 
Ik either armes, oz pꝛaiers map bim re couer. Fals down, 
Leſt.ow cheeres old Bruſe? 
Br. Pis ſoule to iop iz fled- 
His gricke is in my boſome buried, 
Leſt. his life was dearely bought. Foz my eyes ſawe | 
Achambles ol dead menabouthisfeete, ' 
Sent by his (wo2d vnta eternall ſhade??: 
Mith honour bury him: ceaſe teares good Bruſe 
| Bc. Teares helpe not I conſeſſe:yet muſt J weepe. 
Souldiers,your belpe to beare him ta my tent. 
Exeunt, cum Bruſ dd 
Ma- We comfozted great Queenerfozget my wzongs, 
It was mp foztune.and no fault ofpourz»'/: | - 
Qu. J's the thus milde?c2 doth ſhe mock my chance? 
Leſt. Queene Elianor,are you apzilduer2 | 
See what it is to be a ſauldier · | 
But what foule hand hat h harmd Matildses ler 
Speake honourable maid;who toze thy haire: 
Did Oxford oz the Nueene this violence? 
ma. Ungentle groomes firſt tooke and foze me thus: 
From whom old Oxford, chaſtiſing their wꝛong, 
Moſt kindly bzought mee tothisgentleQueene: 
Who laid her ſoft and on my bleeding cherkes, 
Gaue kiſſes to mp lips, wept fo my woe: 
And was deuiſing how to ſend me backe, 
Euen when —ü—— vs? 
And by her kind nelle, kell into your hans. 
Left, Ahich kindneſſe wereturne. Madame, be free, 
Souldiers conduct the Queene whether che Pieale. 
Qu. Farewell Matilda: if I liue, beleeue, 1 6 
I will remember this. O how J grieue, 
That Jſhouldwzong ſo innocent a maid. 
Come L adie, old Fire water is not farre: 


| . ecccey lime Firwie, 


Mi, 
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Ma Tould à were from this wofull wozldof warre: 
Sure J will ſcape, and to ſome Nunrygoe, Exeunt. 
Enter king, Oxford, nubert. 
K. Had you her then had you her in your powere 
Ox. I mary had we; we had taken her. | 
X. O had ſhe beene in mine, er. 
Not all earths power,frommy power ſhould haus freed 
Ox, Youare a king: and high axe Pzinces thoughts: 
It may be with your light pon could hanechace 
An holt of armed men: it may be (oz 
But we pour ſubiects did the beſt we could: 
Yet Brule the father, backing Bruſe the.ſonne, 
Stattred our troopes:bzonght reſcue to Matilda, 
And tooke pour peer eleſſt Queene, their pꝛiloner. 
K. On all the race of Bruſes, foʒ this waong, 
J will haue vengeance. Hubert, call in Brand. Exit Hu. 
My Loꝛdot᷑ Oxford, giue vs leaue a while to be alone. 
Ox, A will my liege:but be pau comfoꝛtedod,„ 
The Nueene will be recouer d, doe not leare, 
As well as ere ſhe wa | | 
K · Oxford, ko beate J pꝛay. ( keare. Exit. 
Ox-Bet fo2 the wzong ſbe nid vuto Md, feace, 
K. The father and the ſonne did reſcue here 
The mother and the ſonne ſhall rue the deede: 
So it ſhall be: J am reſolud thereon. 
Ml,atilda, my ſoules fovde,thoſe haue bereft 
0 — — 122 
. Enter H | 324 * 
K. Will Brand? Ann ey 
Brand- our Maieſtie e egs 
k. Leſſe ot᷑ your curtſie. nubert, and aſide · 
Poaſt (pevily to Windſor:take this ring: 
Bid Vlunt deliuer Bruſes mite and childe, 
Into pour hands: andꝭ aſke him ſoʒ the ke 
Of thedacke tower, oꝛe the Gee * 
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Ju that, ſee pou ſhut vp the dam and byat. 
Pꝛeiend to Blunt that you haue lett them meat, 
ill lerue ſome ſennigyt: and vnto him lay, 
It is my will you bꝛing the key away. | 
And here pou fir,J charge you on your life, 
Bou doe not leaue a bit ofbzeadwith them. 
Brand, J warrant vou, let me alone · 
Ki, Come backe againe with all the ſyeede you may. 
Hugh. Some cruell taſke is pointed fo2 that flaue, 
Which he will execute as cruelly. 

Kin.Noruth,no pittie hall haue harbour here, 
Cill taire Matilda be within theſe armes. 


Enter Oxford with the Queene. 
. Lopv, 
Bour loue is come againe, 
Ki, Ah Oxford, where? \ 
Ox. Here my dꝛead Doneraigne. 
Kin, Thou ly it ſhe is not ther. 
Ox. Under cozrection pou wong my age, 
Say J ch pou, is not chisthe Queene? 
Kin. Ac you mertie Orfora, tis indeede. 
Where is Matilda? 
Qu-Where vercue,chaftitie,and innocence remain, 


there is watilda- 


King. hom comes ſhe, p2ap, to be ſo chaſte, ſo faire, ſo 


——＋—XꝓÜ 2 and neuer vrg d 
Py great abuſe, when ſhe was pziſoner. 
Kin · Ihat did vou to her: 

Qu. Aatld vpon her firft, 
Thencareher haire,andrenther tender cheekes. 
K. O heauen/was uot the day darke at that foule derd? 
Could the ſunne ſee, without a red eclipſe, 
The n 


Out 
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Dut Arch iope, Gypſie, thick lipt Blackamooze: 
Wolfe, Tygreſſe,wozſe than either olthem both. 
Ox · Are pou aduiſ d my Lozd? 
K. Dut doting Earle. 
Couldſt t hou endure to ſee ſuch violence* 

Ox. I tell you plaine my L od, I bꝛookt it not, 
But ſtaid the tempelt. | 
K,Rend my lones cheekes/that matchleſle Effigie, 
Ok wonder-wozking, natures chieteſt wozke, | 

Teareher rich haire:to which, gold wyres, 
Sunnes ra pes, and beſt ot beſt compares 
(Jn their moſt pꝛide) haue no compariſon. 
Abuſe her name? Matildaes ſacred name? 
O barbarous outrage,rudeneſle mercileſſe- 
Qu, I told you Oxford,you miſtooke the king. 
Ox. J did indeede:my liege Lo2zdgine me leaue, 
Toleaue theCampe, | | 
K. Away old foole : and take with thee that trull: 
Fo2 if ſhe ſtap | a 
Ox,Come Ladie, come away. 
Tempt not his rage:ruine wꝛath alwaies bzings? E- 
Luft beinglozd, there is no truſt in kings« Exit. 


Enter Mowbray. 17 
mou, To armes king Iohn: Fitz waters field is pitcht, 
About ſome nule hence, on a champain plaine. 
Che ſter hath d2zawne our ſouldiers in array; 
Thewings already haue begun the fight- 
K. Thither we will with wings of vengeance flp, 
And winne natil da, oꝛ looſe victoꝝy. Exeunt, 
Enter Ladie Bruſe, and Brand, 
La, Why did my keeper put vs in thy hands? 
Mherein haue we offended Blunt oz thee* 
Brand. Nou neede not make theſe wo2 ds! 
Nou muſt remooue pour 15 ing:this is all. 


Ve 
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Be not aleard : come come, here is the dooꝛe. 
L. O God how darke it is“ 
Brand Goe in goe in: its higher vp the ſtatres. 
La. My trembling heart foꝛbids mee to goe in. 
O if thou haue compaſſion, tell me true, 
Mhat my poc2e boy and J mult truſt vnto? 
Brand. A tell thee true, compaſſion is my foe: 

Het haue J bad of thee compaſſion. | 
Cake in thy childe:as J haue faith 0} froth, 
Thou and thy boy ſhall be but pziſoners: 

And J muſt daily bzingpou meat and dzinke. 
La, Well, thou haſt ſwoꝛn: and God lo gine thee light, 
As in this darke place thou remembꝛeſt vs . 
Pooze heart, thou laugh ſt, and h:Qnot wit fo thinke, 
Upon the manp keares that me afflict. x 
J will not in:helpe vs, aſſiſt vs Blunt. 
Te ſhall be murdzed in a dungeon. | 
Brand. Cry without cauſe: te haue pee in yłaith · 
La · Ott my boy and J but vine with Blunt, 
And then J will with patience goe in» 
Br · & ill pe, oꝛ nill pee, ʒounds, ye mult Li iu, 
And neuer dine. 
La. hat ſaieſtthou? neuer dine: - 
Bra. No not with Blunt, I meane. Goe in A ſay? 
Oz by this hand, yee get no meat today. 
La. Py childe is hunxry, When ſhalt he haue meat? 
Bra. Ah, and ye would goe in, immediately, 
La. J will goe in:but very much J doubt, 
No? J, no my pooꝛe ba ſhall ere come out, Exit 
nee ſeemes to locke a doore. 
Br. Mere while pee liue, yfaith: now are they lure. 
Cry till their h arts ake, no man can them heare. 
A miſerable death is kamiſhment: 
But what care the king commaunded me. 


Alarum 


Earle of Hund 1pton. 
Alarum within: excurſiens· Enter Firzwater, Bruſe. 
Fitz · Now doth faire fo2tune offer hope of ſpeede- 
But howloere we ſpeede: good coſin Bruſe, 
March with thzee hundzed bowes & pikes to Windſor, 
Spꝛeading a rumour that the dap is ours: 
As ours it ſhall be, with the helpe of heauen. 
Blunt loues our part farre better than che kings: 
And will, J gage my lite, vpon the newes, 
Surrender vp the Caſtle to our vſe. 
By this means ſhall pou helpe vs to a holde, 
How ere it chance, ſet free pour Lady mother 
That liues in pꝛiſon there, with pour young bꝛother. 
Br. Away good vnkle, to the battel goe: 
But that a certaine good inſues J knowe, 
Foz all the wozlo, I would not leaue you ſo, 
Fitz. Awap, away. | 
God ſeudthee Windſor: vs this happie day. 
Alarum ſtill. Ei. ter Hrughbert, | 
Hu. Nou cannot hide pour ſelfe uatilda: no diſguiſe 
Mill ſerue the turne: now muſt you to the king: 
And all theſe warres will with your pꝛeſence ceaſe · 
Field pou to him, hee ſoone will yield to peace. 
Ma · They ſay thou took it ſome pittie of a childe, 
The king appointing thee to ſeate his eyes. 
Pen doe repoꝛt thee to be iuſt ot wozd, 
Aud a deare louer of my Lozd the king. 
Tf thou didſt that, if thou be one of thele: 
Pittie Matilda, pꝛoſtrate at thy feete. 
Hugh. A ſau'd young A thurs epes, and pittie thee: 
My word is iuſt, which J haue giuen the king. 
The king J loue:and thee I t nowe he loues. 
Compare theſe:then how can J pleaſure thee? 
a. By letting me elſcape to Dunmow Abbey, 
Where 4 will end mp life a votarp. 
ü 15 1 . Hugh, | 
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nu. And the king die with doting on thy loue. 
at. Nb, no: this fire ot᷑ luſt would be ſoone laide, 
It once he knewe me \wozne a holy maid. 
Hu. Ch teares and lone of vertue haue the power 
To make me, at an inſtaut, true and falſe: 
True to diſtreſſed beautie and rare chaſfitie: 
Falſe to king lohn, that holds the ſight ofthee 
Dearer than England,oz earths Emperie, 
Goe happie ſoute, that in ſo ill an age, 
Haſt ſuch faire beautie foꝛ thy heritage: 
Pet goe not lo alone, Doſt heare tall ſoulvier? 
| Call a Souldier» 
JT know thee honeſt: guide this gentle maid, 
To Dunmow Abbey: ſhe is one  knowe. 
J will excuſe thee and content thee well, 
My ſignet take, that pee may paſſe vnſrarcht. | 
Mat. Kinde nubert, manp pꝛepers, fo; this good deede, 
Shall on mp beads be daily numbered. ; 
C Enter Leſter, Richmond, Fit unater, = 
Leſt. trebble heat ofhonour,tople and rage? 
Pow cheeres earle Richmond? 
Fitzwater, ſpeake old man, 
CUe are now neeretoxether; anſwere mee. 
Fitz. Leſter, the mae our woe, 
The likelier to be taken by the foe» 
Rich. O let not ſuch a thought avuſe thy age: 
- TAeele neuer pield vs tothe tyzantsrage» 
Fitz. But if my girle be pielded, | 
Leſt It ſhe be. 
Fitz. J. I:theres no man but ſhall haue his time to dy. 
Leſt. Now is our ho wer which they ſhall dearly buy ⸗ 


Enter king, Hugh,Cheſter, Mowbray» 
Rich. Leſter, weele ſtand like thzee Battalions: 
hat ſaies our noble Generall theretoos 


Earleof Huntington. 


with you. 
EKEing. Dom nom my bug · beare, will pe nom ſubmite 
Le To death, but not to thee, | 
Kin. Richmond,noz you? | 
Rich- Carle Richmond will not pield · 
X-Pethinkes Fitzwarer,you ſhould haut moe wit. 


Fitz. If it be wit to liue, I haue no will: 
And ſo in this. my will orerules mp wit. 
— then, with 2 wit. 
e ſcourge pour deſperate will, and to 
Fightidriue hack the king. 100 Bog 


| | Withdrawe, 

K. Of high heroicke ſpirits be they all: 
We will withdꝛawe alit le and conferre; 
Fox they are circled round, and cannot ſcape. 

Rich, that we thꝛee, who in theſunsariſe, - 
TQere(like the thꝛee Triumuiratesof Rome) 

Guigs of an hoaſt, able co vanquiFRome, 
Are n. alone, incloſ d with enemies? 

Fitz · The gloʒie ofthe woʒlu hath no moꝛe ſtap: 
But as it comes, it fleetes, and fades away. 

Leſt · Courage, and let vs die; they come againe? 
Its Loꝛd Hugh Burgh alone, Hughbert, what newes: 
Hu. This daies fierce laughter, Iohn, our King, lamẽts: 
And to you thzee, great leaders of an hoaſt, 


Tuhat now haue not a man at all to leade: 


Hou worthie captaines without companies 

Leſt. Fitz warer, Richmond; by the bleſſed Sunne, 

Lozd Hubert mocks vs. 4244 J 

Hu. By the Poone J doe not, and the bleſſed too t. 

It is as good an oath as you haueſwozne.. 

My heart grieues, that ſo great hearts, as pours be, 

Should put your koʒtunes on a ſoꝛt oł ſlaues, 

| nnn rye field; 
3 | 
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Thedeath of Robert 
But to the matter: Sith your fateisſuch, 
That without mercie vou are ſure of death 45 
(Which am ſure, and wel his Higyneſſe knowes, 
Pou doe not feare at all) yet he giues grant, 
On iuſt conditions you ſhall ſane your Iiues. 
Fitz, On no tondition will J ſaue my like, 
Except Matilda be returnd agame, 8 
Unblemiſht, vnabul dz andthen J yield, 
Hugh. She now is where ſhe neuer will retttrne, 
Fitz, Neuer? O God! is my Matilda dead? 
nugh · Deade to the woꝛld : dead to this woe ſhe is. 
She liues at Dunmow,and is vowd a Nunne· 
itz. Doe not delude me Hubeit, gentle ſonne. 
Hugh. By all the faith and honour ofmp kin: 
By mp vnſtain d alleagiance to the king: 
By my vwne wo23,that hath repꝛooueleſſe bin, 
She is at Dunmow. | | 
ritz.D,how came ſhe theres | 48 
nu. Ihen all theſe fields were walks foꝛ rage ar 
(This, howling like a head ofhungry wolues - 
That, ſcudding as a heardoffrightced deere) 
hen duſt ariſing like a cole blacke fogge/, 
From kriend diuided friend, ioynd koe to koe: 
Bet neither thoſe,noz theſe conid either know, 
Cil here and there thzouchlargc wide mouthed woũde 
Pꝛoud life, euen in the glozie ot his heat, 
Loſing poſleſſion, belcht koꝛth ſtreames of blood: 
TA hoſe ſpouts in kalling made ten thouſand dzops, 
And with that purple ſhower the duſt alaid: 
At ſuch a time met J the trembling maid, 
Der ming a doue; from all her fellowes parted. 
Seene, knowne, and taken: vnſeene c vnknowne, 
Ta anp other that did knowe vs both, 
At her entreats J ſent her ſalely guided, 
To Dunmow Abbey: and the guide returnd, 


| 
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Allures me ſhe was gladfully receiu d, 
Pittied:and in his ſight did take her oath. 

Fitz nubert, fo this thy honourable deede, 
IJ and mp houle will reuerence thy name · 75 

Hw Pet, I beſeech pou, hide it from the ing: 
At leaſt that I conuaid her to the place. 

Enter King, MHombray, Cheſter, 
Fritz, Hubert, A will. 

Ki. CUhat, ſtand they ſt Ion tearmes*% 

Lell. On honourable tearmes, on tearmsoł right. 

Dur liucs without our libertie we [cozne. 

King. Rou ſhall haue life and libertie, Jſweare. 
Leſt. Then Leſter bowes his knee to his liege Lozd, 

And humbly begs his Highneſſe to beware 

Ok wꝛonging innotence, as he hath done. 

Rich. The like Richmond deſtres;t yields his ſmoʒ u· 
Kin. I doe imbzace ye hoth, and hold my ſele 

Richer by awhole Realm, in hauing pou. 
ritz. Much is my wꝛong: yet Jſubmit with theſe, 

Begging kree leaue, ta liue a 1 
King. O ld bzands of malice in thy boſome reit. 

Thou ſhalt haue le aue to leaue mee, neuer doubt - 

Firzwater,ſee thou ſhippe thee ſtraight fox France, 

And neuer ſet thy foore on Englich ſhoze, 

Till J repealethee. Goe goe hence inpeace. 

Leſt. CUhy doth pour Mighneſſe wꝛong Fu z water thug? 
King. I right his wzong;he's wearie ot the land · 
Rich. Not of the land, but of apublike life. 

Kin. Content ye Lozdstinſuchquicktimes as theſe, 

Me muſt not keepe a dꝛone among our bees, 

Fitz. I am as glad to goe, as you to ſend: 
Pet J beſeech this fauour ot pour Grace, 
That J may ſee Matilda ere J part. 

NV. Matilde? See Matilda, ilthouc ⁊uſt 

Beloze Sunne ſet; tap not another day. ; 
Met on ra- 
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Cbe Abbey wals, chat ſbzotod my happy child, 
Appeare within herhapleſſe fathers ſigbt · 
Farewell my Soueraigne. Leſter, Richmond, Lo2ds? 
Farewell to all:griefe giues no way to wozds. | 
Kings Fitz water ſtay: Lozds,giue vs leaue a while, 
uubert, goe pou befoze vnto the Abbeſſe, 
Jud lignifie our comming; let her bzing 
(Exit Hubert.) 
Matilda to herfather» Come old man; 
Be not too froward, and we ſhall be friends. 
About this girle our moꝛtall iarres began: 
And ik thon wilt, here all our quarrellends. 
Fitz. Reſetrue my honour, and my daughters kame, 
And no pooꝛe ſubiect that pour Grace commands, 
Shall willinger lubmit, obep, and ſerue. 
EK. Do then but this Perſwade thy beautious child, 
To leaue the Nunry and returne to Court: 
And J pꝛoteſt krom bencekoꝛzth to koꝛſweare 
All ch conteipts ok luſt as J haue bozne- 
Fitz. I will, my Loꝛd, doe all that I may doe: 
But giue me leaue, in this, to doubt of pon. 
K. This ſmall thing gr aunt, and aſke me any thing: 
Delle die in exile, loath d ofthe Ring. 
ritz. Bon ſhall pertceiue I will doe what J may. 
Enter, on the wall, Abbeſſe, Matilda. 
Hu; Matilda is atraid to leaue the hauſe: 
But loe, on ponder battlement ſhe ſtands: 
But in no caſe will come within pour hands. 
X What*will my Lady Abbeſſe warres with vs: 
Speake Ladie:wherefoze ſhut you vp your gates? 
Ab. aue we not reaſon, when an hoaſt of men, 
PDunt and purſue religious chaſtitie? 
Ring lohn, bethinke chee what thou tak t in hand, 
On paine of interdiction of thy Land. 
Purdzers and kellons may haue ſanctuary; 


And 
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And thall not honoꝛable maids diſtreſt, 
Dau — oorye ed — hee, 

u a c 
Doly aint — e. 
n | 

u. My Lo,theAbheſſe lyes, Jl warranec pon? 
Foz Abe enden re Ponke of Pry, 
That once a weake comes fhithertomake merry. 
Ein. Content thee Hubert, chat ſamemonke and ſhe, 

And the wozs conan (nflrunents Hall be: 


My Lozd the King: Lords all 
And heare apooze mans 
uatilda, ill my vnſlaind honours top, 


tunes, did nor tbis ill age i 


heritage, 
Thoulſeeſt our Soueraigne 29 u 


Along beſteger of thy chaſtitte, 
Bath ſcacired all aur fozces 
Raced our Caſtles, lect vs nete a houſe 


— — 4 
et Sod pꝛouides; France K 
And thou kind — Nunry. 
Hereifthe king ſhould doce,as he hath done, 
Its lacriledxe to temptaholyPunne: * 
But J baue hope he will not:petmy'feare 

Do domnes my hope, as I amfoꝛtt ta ſtay: 
And leaue abruptly, bat J moze wouldlap. oC 

Nat. O goe nut pet, my grieu'd hearts comforter, 

A am as valiant to reũſt veſrce. | 
As euer thou wert woꝛthie in the ſielb⸗ | 
lohn may n > 


— 
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'© then · | 


Fitz. I then unden hanna inte 
T he fozmer gtozteof thy chaſkreſolues, - - 
Theſe ſeauen years halt thou bid a r 
—— in thy ſelfe — 
Foz being montall;ſare 
And fiue lad winrerghnnetherr full courſe runne, - 
Dince thou did bury noble Huntington. 
Jnthele years,many months, and inafiy daies, 
{Þaue bene conſunt'd, thy vertnes toconſume- - 

Gifts haue bene heralds;Pandarsdidpzeſume 
T.otempt thychaſteaxes, with their vnt han congues: 
— ctʒz working to no effect. 

Foz J was till che watt man of thy tower, | 
The keeperof fowlewozmes,frommyfaire flower: 
But now, no moꝛe, ao moze Firzwarermay 
Defend his pooze Lambe, from the L vons pꝛeꝝ: 
Lhy oꝛder anvthy holy pxapers may. 
To helpe thee, thou haft p2 iciiledge byTawe:. 
T herekoze be relolute, andnobly die. 
Abhoꝛre bale luſt, dekendthy chaltitie · 

K. Dill Fitzwwater, hinder not thy childe: 
Manp pꝛelerments doe on her awaice. 

Fitz. I girle, know thou ſhalt be offerd wealth 
(Which is aſhzewdetaticementc in ſad want) 
Great honours to litt vp thy lowe eſtate, 
And gloꝛious titles to eterniʒe thee... 
Al theſe doe but gilvoner vgiy ſhame: 

Such wealth, my rhild, fozcrunsreleaſelefſe neev: 


Such honour euerpzoones diſhonourace- 9 
Fo titles, none comes neare a vertuous name: 

O keepe it euer, as thou half done pet. 

And though theſe darke times ſhould fozget thy ppaile, 

An age will come, that ſhalleternize it. 

Bid me farewell, and ſpeake it in a woꝛd 


—— 


Ma. arewell deare father. 
Fi childe · bod] 

Se Liegefarewell:Lefter,Richmond „Hugbbenm, 
Cheſter, and Mowbra y: friends and foes farewell 


Matilda.Cee — typ ſpotleſſe kame, 
And nue ecerniz'd; els die ſoone with ſhame. Exit- 
adieu, adieu: 


Griekedwels with mee. ſweete comfort follow pott. 
. 
good endeauours are opp 
Exeunt from aboue, Abbeſſe, Matilda. 

K. Ih Hubert, ſeeſt thou nof the ſunne go downe, . 
Clowdy and darke? Matilda. ſtap one wozd. 
She ſhakes her head,and ——— 

Rich. Pom cheer'lf thou Leſter? 

Leſt. Mad man, at my ſtate: 
That cannot raile true hanour ruinate. 
Enter Meſſenger. | 

4 King, IJ will not be dildeignd: z vowe to lee 

Quick vengeance on this girle,fo2 ſcoꝛning me, 

veſl. Roũg Bruſe, my Loꝛd, hath gotten Windſor caſtle, 
Olaine Blunt pour Conſta bie, and thoſe that kept it: 
And finding in a tower his mother dead, 
Mich his young bzother ſtaru d and famiſhed; 
Chat enerp one may ſee the rufull ſight, 
Jn the thick wall he a wide windowe makes: 
Aud as he found them, ſo he lets them be 
Alpectacletoeuery commer by, 
That heauen and —— ty2ant ſhame map lee, 
All pe ople curſing, crping fie vpon 
The tyzant mercileſſe,inhumane Iohn. | 

Ki. Cheſter, aud Mowbray,march away to Windſor: 
Suppzeſle that traitoz Bruſe, Uthatif his dam, 
Jn wilfullfury, would receiue no meat, 
Noz ſufferher young childe any to eat, 
Js u our fault Hate pee wo (peede away, 

2 


4 


And 


The death of Robert 


nd we wil kollo we: goe, begon J pꝛa · Exit. Ch cow, 
2 black and wofuli deede / O pittious thing, | 
Mhen ſlaues attend the En of a king. 
Leſt. Lon, ſhali wegoe 
Kin · Le ſter and Richmond, g. JJ pꝛay pee doe: 
Leſt. Get J my Beate Eragxed ſaffe once moze ' 
Raiſdin the field,fo2 ws GA 


Exit R. 

K, Fetch in the Monke — — 5 talkt off, 
Exit Hubert, for che l. 

And bid Will Brand, my — of death, 

Come likewiſe in. Conuert, to raging hate, 

Monke, Hugh, Brand, enter. 

My long reſiſted loue .UAelcome good Ponke. 

Mon» Thanks to my Liege. 

K. Thou haſt bene long in ſute, 
To be inſtalled Abbot ot your houſe: 
And in pour fauour manpfriends haue ſtird. 
Now is the hower that pou ſhall bep2eferd, 
Upon condition, and che matter ſmall. 

Shot ſhzift to make, good honelt Confeſſoz, 

IJ loue a faire Nunne,now in Dunmow Abbey, 
The Abbellelouespon,and pottpleaſare her. 
Now ik, betweene you two, this pꝛettie Ladie 
Could be perſwaded to affect a king. 

Your ſute is graunted; and on Dunmowe Abbey, 
Awill beſtowe ahundzed markes a peare. 
.* Mon. A holy Hunne, a young Nunne,and a Ladys 

Deare ware my Lo2d;yet bid you well as may be: 
Strike hands a bargaine, ſhe ſhall be your owne: . 

D zif the will not 


A 


1 8 Alelenda deaths-man wich you.this is hee: 


It che be wilfull,leaue her to his hands: . 
And on her owne headbe her hadted env. — 


Earle of Huntington. 


uon. The matter ſhall be done. 
K. Sirra, what poyſons haue you readie? 
Brand. Stoꝛe, ſtoze 
K. Awaite — then, andere we take hozfe, 
Fle — you ſuch — — 
u rt, 9 indſor dur hoatt. 
7 nt King, Monke · 
u. Your —— —ê 
5 Auvpet Jcannot chuſe but lone eternally 
This wanton king, repleat with crueltie- 
O how are all his pzincely vertues ſtaind, 
CUith laſt abhozred,and laſcinious heate? 
Which kinvling firſtto fire,nowe iu a flame, 
— to the whole wozld clearely his fowle ſhame. 
quench thisflame,fullmany ative — 


C— — bloodie ſtigmatique, 
Is neuer cald vnto his kingly light, 
But like a Comet he poʒtenveth ill 
Some tnnonation,o} — act; 
Cruel eln eee be ae 


bis Digbneft 
Ibitis: — 12 
any 
Tyco few ly with vane vemonge: 
,Marildacs guiltleſſe wjong, 3 


| ThedeathofRobert 


Qill with the loſſe ofmany alife be bought 
But Hubert will be ill his dead Loꝛds friend, 
Howeuer he delerues, his maſter ſerue: 

Though he neglect, hun will not J neglect: 

Mhoeuer failes him, A will loba affect · 

Fo2 though kings fault in many a faule offence, 

DSubiects muſt ſue, not mend with violence. Exit. 


Pnter Oxferd, Queene. 
Ox. Nom by mp faith, you ate too hlame Madame: 
Euer tozmenting euer vexing you? | 
Ceaſe off chele fretting humours, pʒay pee doe. 
Griefe will not mend it, nought can pleaſure uu. 
But patient ſuffering : noz by pour Graces leaue, 
Haue zouſuchcaule to make this hue and cry 
Akter a husband; vou haue not in good ſooch. 
Þearely achilde?this paiment is not bad. 
Content faire QAueene, and do not ttzink it ſtrange, 
That kings doe ſometimes ſeeke delight in change: 
Foz now andthen, A tell pou,poozemenrange. 
Sit downe a little, Iwill make pou ſmile. 
Though JI be now like to the ſnolole Alpes, 
J was as hot as AEtna in my pouth: 
All fire pkaith, true heart ol oake, right Neele, 
A ruffian Ladie: oftenfo2z my ſpozt, 7 
I to a lodge of mine did make reſoze, 
To viewe mp deere J ſaid ;deareGod can tell, 
It was mp keepers wife A lou d well, 
1 Counteſſe (God be wich her) was a ſhzowe, 
As women be, our doth knowe: 
And ſome odde pickth anke put it in her head, 
All was not well: but ſuch a life J led, 
And the pooze keeper ,and his ſmooth d fact wife, 
That will J. nil I, there ſde might not hide: 
But do the people A did wellpzouive: — =» 


And 


-- 
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Earle of Hunti ngton. 
And by gods mother, foꝛ my Ladies ſpighk, 
Itrickt her in her — — right. 
Here ſhe at London, J the country kept; 
Come thither, I at London would lotou ene: 
Came lhe to conre;fromcourt'Jftraightway dag, - 
Beturn, J tothe court would backe teturne. | 
De this wap, that way,euery way lhe went, © | 
J dill was retrograde,ſeldoppoſite:- 
Call at the laſt, by mildeneſſeand ſubmiſſion, 
Te met, kilt;jopn'd,andhereleft all ſu 
Qu. Now out vpon pou Vere, would iethought, 
_ — — — 
| x, Now, by mpyfay, J'will (wozne,J am · 2 
In all J tell you, J confeſſe no ill, | |» 
But that Jcurbbafroward wommns well | 
Vet had mp Keepers wife bene of mp minde, 
There had bene caule ſome fault with vs to finde-- 
But J pzoteſt her noes and mow warn 
That foz my life ſhe euer kept gor 
Qu. Dou would — 1d diess fue: 
No nap, no anſwere will lufee dis turne : 
Ye, foʒ he cannot tempt true chaſtuie, 
Fillesallthe Land withhofiflerruelcte 
Js it not thame, he tharſhould puniſhlinne, 
Dekend the righteous, helpe the innocent, * | 
— — on ne his will, A 
n Fuarders vertuous, ä 
And hunts admired ſpotleſſe maiden» head, 
With all the darts of deſolation, 
Becauſe the ſcozneth to be diſſolute · 
Me, that he leaues, I doe not murmur att? 
CTbnat he loues her, doth no whit me perplex, 
Ik ſhe did lone him, az my ſelke did hate: 
But this alone is it that me doth ver, 
e herpurluep,. 


That 


ThedeathofR 
T hat loathHimand 
But ſadly grieue 


at Dunmowlinesthe 
God will not ſuffer any thing ſo vile: 
Dee will not ſure, chat be 


ce. 

him,andlet vs, J encrear, 
am 

" In debt onto che made I 


nem — 

u mongd ber, when with blowegpoum 

But il yon pleaſe to biũt her, faite — Nec 

Dur coach is teadie: me be there. 
Qu. Thanks Oxford 
beautions 


— taxing, 1 6 


er: 
utres plate: 
countelle taſter. 


our next account 


The 


Earle of Huntington. 


Chee Counteſſe comes, lets lee a Countelle va Nunnc · 

My ſoꝛ why ſo? 

What would ſhe baue the whole woxlvquite budont⸗ 

Meele meete her foz that trick.What,not a king? 

Hanging's too good bop am but aplaine knaue, 

And pet ſhould any of theſt no fozſooths, 

Theſe pzap uy apr na 

Den mce:now by theſe: 

A plague vpon this bottle and this cup? 

IJ cannot acemineoath: but too t againe. 

By theſe ten ends of fleſh and blood, A ſmeare: 

Firſt with this hand, wound thus about her haire, 

And with this dagger luffilie lambackt: 

I would vfaich, A. by my villauy, 

A would: but here, but here ſhe comes, 

LW two _— in — 4 
ey ſpeede my popion ge 5: 

Ik not, haue at you main : then ſteppe in J. 


Enter Matilda, betweene the wonke and the Nunne · 
Mon. And as J ſaide, faire maid, 1 
In pour diftreſſe,to ſecke this holy place: 
But tell me trielp,how doe you expell 
The rage of luſt⸗ heat in pon: 
Ma By pꝛaier, by faſting, by conſidering 
The — mw — — _ 2 
Ab · But daugbter, dau me in mx 
Haue you no flechiy fightings now andthen d whiſper. 
Brand · Fleſhly quoch you ĩa mand of th2eeſcozepears, 
And fleſhlp fightings ſtick ing in her teeth? 
Mell wench,thartmatchtpfaith. 
Ab. Nou doe confeſle the king hath tempted you, 
And thinking now and then on gifts and Rate, 


Aglowing heat hathpzoudly puft you vp: 


111 — 
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Ab. J was about to ſav ſomewhat vpona thing.O thus 


—— ———ů— — 


he death of Robert 
Mon. Who, the kings ratet 1 4 
., MozCovg Gr ace, t aly monk · : | (mais. 
uo · te kings Grace faine would do you good, faite 
Me. Ill good: be meanes my kame to Wolate, 
Br. Good baud, good mother 8. 
How kaine you would that that good deed ſhould be 


We maids that all che day are occupteod, (it 6 
In labour and chaſte hallowed exerciſe, 
Are nothing ſo muth tempted while day laſts, 

As we are tried and pꝛuoued int he night» ; 
Tell mee Matilda, had pou ſince vou came, 


Bo dzeames, no viſious, nothing wozth the note:; | 


Ma. No, J thanke God, 
ab, Trulpyou will you wilt; = | 
Except vou take good hesde and blefſepour ſelfe, 
Foz if 5 lie but on my backe a while, 


Jam paſt recouerp, ſure of a bad vzeame. "A 


You ſee yon reuerend Panke:now God he knowes,. 


J loue hirn dearer fog his holineſſe; 


And I beſcene the diuell knowes it too: 

Foꝛ the foule fiend comes to me many a night, 

As like the monke, as if he were the man: 

Pany a hundzed nighes, the Nuns haue ſeene: 

Pꝛap, try, make craſſes, doe they what they can. 3 

Once gotten in, then doe 1 fall co wozke, 

My holy water hucket being neere hand, 

I whrſperſecret ſpelles, and conjure him, 

That the foulefiendhath no mote powꝛe fo tand 

De downe,as I can quickly get him laid, ä 

A bleſſe my ſelfe. and like a holy maid, 

Curne on my right ſive-where J ſleepe all nige 

Mirbsut moze deames o trondlingof theſpzicht; - 
Brand. An Adhiſſe hy the croſſe ofmy wende. 
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| Farleof Huntingten. 


Au extellent mother to bzing vp a mati 
Foz mee J meane, and my good maker, ohn 
But neuer anpfo} an honeſt man.  Coughs,** 
Mow ile vpou that wozpolhoneftiet © 
Paſſing my thzoa(,*thadalmotf choked me: 
& blood Jlefoz\weare it fox thistricke. 
Mon, We trifle time. Faire maid, its thus iu bziele 
as Abbey by (emf map 8 
nhundzed markes a peare;auſwere 31 
TAbat will pou doe hercta? * 
Ma. Euen all 2 map. 
ab. Its charitably ſpoken, my kalte childe: 
A lit: ie thing of pours ,a little helpe | 
CAtill ſerue th: rurne;learne but to beare,to bene 
Theburdenofchis wozld, and it will doe- 4 
Bra. Mell goe thp waies: Jsthis no baud think you? 
Ma- adam, the beauie burdenofthe wozu 5 
Path long oppꝛeſt mee. | | 
ab But not pꝛeſt you right- ; 
Now ſhall you beart a burden farre moge light. 
a» M hat burden beating: wherts tends this talke? 
uon. T o you, to vs, this abbey and Ring lohn, 
Me. O God fozefend ye ſhould be thought vpon. 
uon. Lady make ozt,the ing multlte with you. 
ua · Mit iz me, with mes . 
Firſt turns to the uonke, then to the Abbeſſe. 
ab.SWeete neuer looke ſo ſtrange: 
Helhail come cloſely. no bodie ſhall lee. 
ua. How tan he come but ont bath eyes toſee? 
uon. Your chamber windowes ſhall be Hadowed. 
uat · But no vaile from my conſcience ſhadowes me. 
ab. Aud all the Runnes ſent quietly to ben. 
Mia · But they willriſe, and, by mybluſhing red, 
Quickly giue gueſſe ot my loſt maiden hend. 
Bra, She goes płaith, by Cod ſhe is their owe. 
xo · Bt not lo nice, the lin is ventall: 
O09} kz Cons 
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The death of Robert 
Conſideringyou pielo to charifte, 
And by your fall, che Runnery ſhall rie. 
Ab. Regard good couulell daughter, pꝛay be wile. 
uon. Come, here's a ſlirte: wilt doe wench: wil it do 
Ab. Say I,ſay I, foꝛget theſound of no: 
M2 elſe ſap no and take it: wilt thou ſo® 
Mat. Doe you intend thus lewvely as you ſpeake? 
Bc, J by gogs bloode do thep:Emoppet,you were bell 
Co take thetr p2offers, (raft if they ko ſake you, 
I play the diuels part, ſtep in and cake you, 
at. Some holy water, helpe me bleffev Nunnes- 
Two damned ſpirits, in werdes, 
Attempt to tempt my ſpotlelſe chaſtitie: 
And a third diuell gaping koz my ſoule, 
Mith hozrid ſtarings, gaſtly right eth me. | 
ab. Rau map call while you wilt;but matv liſt what 
Oz be aſſur'pthis is your dying dap. (we ſay, 
Drawes a Crucifix. 
vat, In his name that did ſuffer foz my ſinne, 
And by this bleſſed ſigne, I coniure you? 
Depart kowle fiends,returne from whence pee came: 
Auoide pee fiends,and ceaſe to trouble mee» (rer ⸗ 
Brand. Jounds, ſhe thinks vs diuels. Peare pou coniu- 
Except pou vſe that tricke, to cuniure domne 
The ſtanding ſpirit of mp Loꝛd the King, 
That pour good mother there, the Abbellevſes, 
To coniure downe the ſpirit of the Monke, 
Not all your croſſes haue the power to bleſſe 
Pour bodie from a ſharpe ano ſpeedie deach. 
u · Are pe not fiends, but moꝛtall bodies then 
TPeeles them all. 3 
Brand. ald, maid: catch lower, hen you feele yoſg 
Sblood, I was neuer taken foʒ the diuelltill now? 
u · O where ſhall chatkitie haue true defence, 
WhenChurchmen lay this ſiege to innocence? 
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FParle of Hunting'on, 
dere thall a maid haue certaine ſanctuar, 
When Ladie Luſt rules all the Nunnery⸗ 

Now fie vpon pee boch, falſe ſceming Satucs, 
Incarnate diuela, diue liſh hypocrites. | 
A cowled Porcke,an aged vailed Nunne, 
Become baſe Pandars land with lufful: ſpeach, 

Alſate the chaſt eares of true maidenhead! 

Now fie vpon this age, would J were deade. 

Monk,Come leaue her Ladie: he ſhall haue her wilh. 

Ab. Speede her J pꝛa thtez ſhould the baggage line, 
Sheele ſlaunder all the chaſte Runnes ia the Land, 

Exeunt Meoke, Abbeſſe. 

Bra. Mell, well, goe get you tma unto pour 

Let me alone to lay her an gods ground. 
Ma · Ih voſt thou ſtay? 
Bra. \Uhy maid,becauſe I muſk: 

J haneameſſage to vou from the king. 

Ma. And thou art welcome to his humble maid, 
I thought thee to be grim and ſterce at ſirſt: 
But now thou halt aſweete aſpect, milde lookes. 
Art thou not cometo kill me krom the king: 

Brand, Res. 
nua. And thou art welcom,encn the welconft man, 
That euer came vnta a woefull maid» 


Come, come, vilpatch: what weapon will death wert, 
Mben he allailes mee: Init knife,oz ſmoꝛde⸗ 
A ſtrangling cozd,0z lodaine flaming fire? | 
Bran. Neither, thou manly maid: looke here, loo here: 


. 
} 
H 


 ThedeathofRoberr 
Mat. © God, inthis the 1 mag 
My deare low'd 

e 


on 9 
doe loꝛgiue his cauſeleſſe 
2 doe foꝛgiue thee 3 
T houleaue this bloodie courle,audleeke to ſaus 
Thyſoule n thy bzeft: 
. Gi ithe 
Be biete Jpzay ther: now to Ring | Tobachcalch. 
A full carouſe; and god remember not 
The curſe he gaue himſelfe at Robins death, 
Wilhing by poyſon 2 dis life, 
Neuer pe ſolicited my loue. 
Farewell e, nom thy medicine wozkes, 
And wich the labour, I amfoze'ctoreſt. 
Bta. Jounds ſhe cares not, ſhe makes deach a ie alt. 
v2, The guilileſſe feare not — agg 
A p2ay thee be no trouble in 
ue flands ſtaring and — * 
Enter Oxford, Queeene, abbefle,att-ndants, 
Ox And ſap yon Ladie that there came 
1 the King vufs herd what was hee? 
Ab,Donder he ſtands, 4 know not what he is. 
Still he ſtands ſtaring · 
Q- Jeſus haue merty Ox ſord, tame not nigh him. 
Ox. Not nigb bim Padame?pes: keepe you away. 
Ab · Come in r doe not mean to tap. 
Tu 
No2 Jtoffirre,befoze I ſee the eus · 
Ox · Aby ttareſt thou thus iſpeake fellow,auſwer me. 
ho art thou: 
Bra. A bloodie v a murderer. 
A hundzed haue I flaine mito mine om e hands» 
Twas I that ſtaru uthe Ladie Ituſe to death, 
And * young ſonne, at WindlorCatiielate. 


Tis 


Earle of Huntin gton. 
Tis J baue llaine Matilda, bleſſed mato, 


And now will hurry to bamnattons month, 
Fozlt bythe of conſcience. Num iu. 


gnawing wo} me 
Ox. Bold bim ing gobs fahr: Ray the wach 


Ma. O ſome goed pittying man 
That wꝛetched man, ſo woeful 
Saue htm fo: gods ſakethe 8 | 
From much mozlos woe, much wzong,much miſerie · 

Qu. I hearethy tongue. true perfect charitie. 
Chaſte maide, faire maide looe vp andſþeake to mee, 
ua. Ahoſe here? my gr tous loneraigne Iſabell/ 

J wil! take and kneete. girle, 
Qu. Matilda ſit, Ae kneele to thee, Forgine me, gitie 
Wy mol vugentlewongs. | 

a. Faire beautious Queens, = 

J giue godthankes, J doe notthinke on 


* 


ua. Mell, my good Loꝛd of Oxford:pzertie well: 
A little trauell moe, and I ſhall reit: 
Foz I am almoſt at my ioꝛnepes end 
Fr 
Allurt me it is anal time ta ſleep, 
Raiſe her heade. 
Ithande ward, hane now ſome eaſt; - 
Be witucſſe, J bcleerh 


your 
That Jfozgine the King, with alt my heart 


—————— 

That giues me teave to ſay, I can foxrinet 

rr 
A bappie Ring, a king beloon d and tear d. 

2 — to m father wʒite 

The lateſt commendationsofhis chulde: 

Aud lap. MaildakeyehisDonours charges, 

ö 


Deng 1 By 


* 


or. hom now Fit z waters thildeꝰ hum vod thou git lex 


*. * 


The death ofRobere 


Bid him be glad, fo J am gone to ioy: 
Ithat did turne his weale to bitter wae /- 
os Armor nm — — 
Sinke earth toearth;fave flower,ozvaind cofade: : 
But palle fozth ſoule vnto the <1ineof peace, | 
Beg there attonement may be quickiy made. 
Faire Queene, kinde Oxford, all good pou attend: 
Fly fozth myſoule,heauens king be there thy friend. 
Ox. O pittie,mourning light, age pittileſſe: 
Are thele themellages — — ſend! ! 
Keepe in, my teares, oz ſhame, your conduits keepe, 
Dad woe beholding epes:no, mill pe not? 
Mh, then a Gods name weepe. Sit. 
Qu · I cannot weepe ſoʒ waath: here, here, take in 
The bleſled bodie of this noble maid: 

In milke white cloathing let the (ame be laid, 
Exeunt with the bodie- | 
Upon an open biere, that all may ſee 
King lohns vnkinglyluſt aun cruelite- 

Ox. J, be it ſo.Bour ſelfe,ſf ſopou pleaſe, _ 
Will J attend vpon, and both vs waite - 
Dn chaſt uatildaes bodie:which with (pcede, 
To Windſor Caffle we will hence . 
There is another ſpectacle ofruch, 

{ld Bruſes familht Ladie and her ſonne, 
Qu. There is the king beſieging of young Bruſe, 
His Lozds are there: who > whenebe ſee this light, 
I know will haue ſmall heart foz lohn to fight. 
Ox. But where ehe murderer, haris nut he Raidy 
Ser. Bozne with a violent rage, he clinn d a tree, 
And none of vs could hinder his intent: 
But getting tothetop boughes, — 
His garters ta his necke,and a weake 
Which beling „ 


Furie of Huntingron. 
Downe to the ground he fell, where bones md en 


Lie paſht together, in a poole of bloode 
Ox. Aus fy woe; bur cbt is tut heanens doome 


On thoſe that line by vloode: tn bloode they vie. 
honeftfriends, 


Pay an example ac de, 

Doe well, enkepaines, cruelfie, 

Come Padam, tome, to Windſor let vs goe: 
ndehersto Fruleogriels, do greater Wor. Excunt. 


Enter Brwſe. 


W 
* not my bitter enen bl plaints 


He e 
e 

To cauſe thee keepe an obitfo2 thetr ſoules, 

And dwell one month with the Anti poder 

Bꝛigbt ſunne retire, gylde not this vault of death, - 

. With thy illuſtrate rajes:rety2e,retp2e, | 

And yield black night thy Emperp a while: 

Alittle while, till as my teares be ſpent, 

| Dy bloode be likewife ſhed in raining dz0ps, 


y the tempeſtuoys r 

Teuszefeg Her ee eee 
Shower vpou ſhower, ot luer deawie teares. 
Dich teres lowe plies tit zertie little flowers 
— ork comer 
And as thee d 
By dꝛoppe and 
— Nee | 


rom them, though they ſeeme tiluelelle: 
= wet eyed woe onenery thing is vicwde: 
Dane in thy kate that (milf at my viſtreſſe. 
O doe not dzinke their teares thus greevily: 

Fetlet the moꝛuings monzning dwell 
Upon the ſad earth. — 


Then 


Well rhœbus well 
But when thou voſt un 


© bowerly dein England voch valaver © 
A 
8 en kee Zruſe,we haue enough ot that 
1 yon +Enterking, Huber: Souldiers. n 
"Ki, indior welcome, Hubert. Dolk: me thinks 
Br. Che ca ee 
ill ou ſee — L 


. 
* 
. 


4 


i, 3 
thy mother and het lonne 
In pʒiſon dyed, 


Br · Sinne doubled vpon ſin. a launderſt thou the dead? -- 

Unwilling willingneſe it all appears, | 

By then J hanepzevuc't,as Iwill doe, 

The iuft pzeſumptions gainlt your vniulk att. 
K. Aſlaile the came LozdstAlarum dʒums: 

And dzown this \criecchowiscr7es your veeplonnds. = 
Tell l tell theezummerzifthy vjumthou 1 op 
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I The deach of Make 
| © Kgainftthe perſonofyounoble youth, Wt... 
. 1 

5 By good pꝛeſumptiona, touching this foule deeve. 
rl Therefozegoeon young Bruſe,pzoceede, refell 

— The allegation that puts in this doube, 

Whether thy mother rde een 
F amtiht her lelle and her ſweete (onge,op ud 
Br-Unlikelp tſon:naturefirſtdenies, - 
Chat any mother. when her youngling cryes, 
It ſhe haue meanes,is(ovanaturalt Ft 
Co let it faint and ſtaxue. But we will 0200ne-.- i 
She had no meanes except this monetull meane, n | 
This tozture of her ſelke · Come fozth,come voce 
Dir William Blunt, home flaunder ſaies J flewe: 
f Come tell the king and Loꝛds what you know true. 
King. Thou haſt betraid our Cafle, | * 
Blunt. No:God-can tell it was ſurpꝛi d by politicks 
And affirmationchatpour Grace was aint. 1 
Rich, Goon, ſir William Bluntz 
Paſſe bꝛiefelp tothe Ladies lamiſhment. 

Bl. About ſome ten daies fince, there came ont Brand, 
Bꝛiuging a ſignet from my Lozd the king, 
And this commiſſion ſigned with his hand, 

Lordslooke,and readethe thing. 
Commannding me (as the contentsexpteſſe) 
That J ſhould pꝛeſentiꝑ deliuer vp 
The Ladie Btule and her young ſonne fo him · 

Mow, Mhat time a dap was this: 
Bl. At was, Loꝛd Mowbray, ſome what paſt eleauenc 

Foz we wereeuenthenlict{ng downe to dine 


Bl. Che Ladie and her ſonne did nat: 
Brand would not ſtap. 


Bru · No Leſter no: to here is yo fi 
TO ** Ren mY ee 


Earle of Huntington. 

Rich, But by the way. Cell us Ipzap you Blunt, 
Thile ſheremained with pou, was the 
With griefe,oz any other paſſions violent: 

Blu- She nom and then would weepe,# often pray, 
Foz retoncitement twixt the king and Ln. 

Cheſt. Yowto her ſonne did ſhe affected and 

Blu · Affection could not any moze allet: 
ae . 

OW * mp ; meer 

Bl, O my Lozd God! J neuer knewe a ſubiect loue 
Obe neuer would blun telling how his Grace 
tad her poungſoaneframſoulviers,pfrom fires 
wavy (pake,gaue her her donne to kreper 

Ande ö be nents kiſle her boy, 

Pay foxthe king ſo hearty earneſtly, - .. 
That in pure zeale,the went molt bitterly; - - 

K.J weepe 
J honour'dBrulcs wife, 


tox hex, and doe by heauen pꝛoteſt, 

ule Paw exe that ſlaue 
Rudelyeffcceed what Jraſþlp wild: 
Vet when he came againe, and J bethought, 
What bitter pennance 3 han put them to. 
Foz my conceiu d niſpleaſure gainſt old Bruſe, 


A bad the villaine polſe aud beare them meat: 4 8 


_ Which he excul d, pʒoteſting pittie mou d hum 
To leaue wine, bꝛead, and other poudzed meate, 
Moꝛe than they twaine could in afoztnight eate» 
Blu. Indeede, this can I witneſſe with the king. 
CUbich argnes in that point his innocence; 
Brand did beare in a mouths ton; - 
But locut it like a villaine, farre framthemt 
And lockt them in a place wherenomanseare 
Might heare their lamentablewofull mones: 
Fox all the iſſue both of vent and light. 
Came from a loouer at the towers toppe, : f 
 EillgawLozy Ay openthis wide gappe. 
| 3 


Brus 


The death of Robert 


Br. not teaſon, thinke you, to make wide 
. 


Qubere its my mother marty2de by her ſelle, 


to ſaue her childe from martyrdomso: : 
— ſtands my bꝛother martyꝛd by hiralelfe, 
Becauſe he would not taſte his mothers bloud · 
Foz thus I gather this: m mothers teeth and chin 
Are bloudy with the — cm fg 
which her lofc heart,thzoughpittie ol her ſonne, 
Reſpectleſſe,madeber on her ſelle: 
An her right haun, with offring ut che child, 
Js with her owne pure bloud aind and delfide, 
little bꝛothers lips and chin, alone, | 
re tainted with the vloud:but higtauen teeth, 
Like ozientpearle,oz(nowe-white yuorp, 
Pane not one touch of blond, one little ſpots 
' Which is an argument the boy would not © 
Once fir his lips, totaſte that bloudy foode, 
Our cruell gentle mother miniſtred: 
But as it ſeem'd{fo2 ſee, his pꝛettie 
Palme is bloody too) he c aſt it ontheground- 
Foz on this ſide theſe bleſſedreliques lye, 
By famines rage diuided t om this ſhzine, 
Sad wofull mother in Ieruſalem, | 
bo when thy ſonneandchondidftfaintfo2foode, 
Buryed his ſweete fleſh in thy hungry wombe: 
How merctlelle wert thou, if we compare 
Thy fact aad this: oi mp pooze Lavie mother 
Did kill her ſelfe, toſaue mp dying bꝛother. 
And thou vngentle ſonne ol Miriam, 
Why didit thou beg like when thy mother lackt / 
y little bꝛot her George did noblp act 
A monꝛe couragious part; he would not eat, 

Noz beg to liue, it ſeem'd he din not cry: 
Fewe teares ſtand on his — l 


Earle of Huntingrots - | 


But when he ſame my mother bent to diet 

pe dyed with her: O childich valiancie! 

Kin · Oood Brufe haue done: my heart can nof contains 

Thegrieke it holds, my eyes muſt ſhoure down rains. 
Lett,Which ewers are euen as good, 
As raine in harueſt, oz a ſwelling floove 

Then neighbourtng medawes lack the mowers ſithe⸗ 


 CAmarch for buriall, with drum and fife, Enter Oxford, 
_ © CHatildaborne with Nun, one carrying a white pens 
dant · Theſe wards writ ingolde; Amrit, Caſtitatis,o 
Honoris honos, The ene following the Biere, car= 
rying a Garland ol flowers a ſet it in the midſt of che 
Stage. 17 


Rich. Liſt Leſter, hearſt thou not amonrnfull march? 
Leſt. Pes Richmond and it ſeemeth old de Vere. 
Ox. Lozds, by pour leaue, is not our ſoueraigu here? 
K. Nes good old Awbury. 
Ox. Ah my gratious Lozd, | 
That you ſo much your high ſtate houlp neglect! 
dh god in heauen koꝛgiue this bloudie deeds, 
Young Bruſe, young Bruſe, Tweepe, | 
Thy mothers and thy bꝛothers mug | 
Pet to afflice thee moze,mozegriefe J bing, 
Br. O Houourable Awbery de Vere, 
Let ſezrow inaſable ſute appeare: 
Doe not millhape her garments, like delighe. 
tit be griefe, why cloth ſtthon her in white? 7 
Ox. cannot tell thee pet: A mult fit downs. | 
Attend young Bruſe, and liſten to the Auecune⸗ 
Sheele not be tongue tyed. we ſhall haue a ſtirre 
Anone, I keare, would make a man halfe ſicke. 


Q. Are yon here leate ber ate king; 
te pou here! 1. ee hes dum 


— 


tulit Seeber fegt r 
Pour Eraces graceleſſe, kings, 

Chat mute, hands — the earth? 
turne is next now tobe murdered? 
famiſht Bruſes are on onder fi ee: 
ers another, I will name anone: 


One to; whole head this garland J doe beare, 
And this fafre milke · white ſpofleſſe 


—— oy — Jtelhernoms' 
tis Marilda,popſoned by 
Ned — —  ſlane, 
That kilsere one haue time to bi him ſane- 
Faire gentle girle,vngently made away. 
Br.Pybanithtvncles daughter, art thou ns - 
. Then I defie all hope, and ſmeare 
Leſt. tr 6+ Fe and liffen wel what oath tolwear 

LewystheDolph onrefface, 
Js by tte his father,ſenc 
With aid to helpe vs, and is landed tos. 
Lo2ds that will fly the denne of cruelty, 
And fight to kret pour lelues fromtyzauny, 
Bruſe, keepe that Cattle 5 tothe only vle 
Ok our elected king, Lewys of Fraunce+ 

Oxf. Gods paſſion doe not ſo:king Thos here; 
Lo2ds, whiſper not with Le ſler. Leſter, ſie: 
Stir not againe reg mutinie: 
Speake to them Hugh:Y know thou lou che king. : 
Madame, got to them, nay doe, fo2 godgſakedoe; 
Done with your ffomacke:fo2 if he goe downe, 
Fou muſt vowne tos, and be no eee 
_ voa, goe intreat n ; 

oueraigne,wherefoze you ſigbingt ere? 

The Lozds are all about tofolloweLewys: = 
Ay and infreat themzels they will away: 


anctes. 
Locke vp king lohn, ſee, vonder — 7 6 


Earle of a ö 
K. Good Oxſotd let them goe. Ni hy ſhould 5 
Ox —— — — 


Heare me mp Loads, 
All ſtand in Counſell, 


Ki. This pendant let mee ſee · 


| _ amoris „Caſtitatis, & nonoris honos. 


She was inder de ol London the hanbur once, 
hen ſhe mas lau d of nertuous Huntington: 
Df chaſtitie the hoanour, all her life: 
To impure thoughts 2 neuer could be wonne. 
And the of Honour was the honour too, 
By birth, in lite. ſhe honour honoured. 
Bing in two tapers lighted, quick, diſpatch. 
Leſt. Remcher Bruſe,thy charge. TTY away. 
All, but Oxford and Hugh. 
Away, wee will away, 
Bring in two white Tapers- 
Ox Harke Leſter but one wozd3alictle tay» 
Pelpe mee good „ 
Zaine 
K. How dimtheſe Tapers burnt / they giue no light. 
ere were two beautious Lamps,y could haue taught 
he Sunne to ſhine by — ey night: 
But they are dim tas:tc ie ane 
Away with — — dead. 

Ox. And as Iſap, harke Bruſe vnto our talke. 
Thiuke you it is foʒ loue of England, Lewis comege 
Nay: Fraunce is not lo kinde: I would it were, 
- Adniſe your ſelues;harke,voft thou heare me Zrulet 

Br.Oxf ord, J doe. 

Ox. Can noble E ngli hearts boare the French pokes 
No LeſteriRichmond thinkeon — 
9 in e 


That leĩt you, aud pour king 
Qu. And — — | 


than he, 


Whomay be as bad as 3 


Thedeach of Robert 


uu. And \voke my Lo ds vpon his flent woe: 
is ſoule is at the dane ot death A R .. 
ce how he ſeekes to luck, ik he could dꝛawe, 
Popſon from vead uatildaes aſhie lips. 

Ile be ſwone his very heart ſtrings nips + 
A vengeance ontbat ſlaue, that curſed Brun, 
Ile kill him if J liue, withthis right hand. e 

Ox, Thau cant not Hubert, he hath kild himſelfer 
But to our matter, Leſter,pzap thee ſpeake« 
Poung Brulc,fo2 gods ſake let vs knowe thy minde. 

Bru · I would be loath to be a ſtrangers flaue ⸗ 
Fo2 Englands loue, J would no French king haue. 

Leſt . Q ell Oxſotd, it F be detetu d in lohn againe, 

Its long of pou, Loyd Hubert, and the Queens. 
Field vp the Caſtle Bruſe, weele once moꝛe try 
King lobns pzoceedings» Oxford, tell him ſo. 
Oæferd goes to the king, does his duety, and talkes 
6 with him, 
Br · I will come do wut: but firft farewell dear mother , 

& iſſe her. = 
Farewcll pooze little George, my petty bꝛother. 
Aw will J ſhut my ſhambles in againe. 

Farewell, farewell 5 
Jn cuerlaſting bliſſe your ſweete ſoules dwell. 
Ox. But vou muſt mendyfaith,infaith you mut. 

Leſt. My Loꝛd, once moge your ſubiects do ſubmit, 
Belceching yon to thinke how things haue pa, 
And let ſome comfozt ſhine on vs rourfriends, 

Thꝛough the bzight ſplendour al pour vertuous liłe · 
K. Jthanke you all; and Leſter I pꝛoteſt, 
I will be better than pet haue beene - 

Br. Of Wind ſor Caſtle here the keyes J yield. 
k. Thanks Bruſe: foꝛgiue mee, and A ap ther ſee 
Wen 77 


Brule offers to kifſe watilda, 


In 


Barle of Huntington. 
In Windſot Caſtle Church, Doe, kille her cheeke: 
Weepethou onchaty on this iv will =_ 


Q.Chaftevirgine,thus J crownetheew 
EK. L et vs goe onto Dunmow with this maid: 
Among thc hallowed Nunnes let her be laide: 
Unto her tombe, a monthly pilgrimage 
Doth king lohn vowe in penance lo this wang, 
Goe fozward matds:on with Marildaes herſe, 
And on her Toombe lee pau ingraue this verſe; 
Wichin this Marble monument, doth lye 
Matudamartyrde, for herchaltizie, Sreunt. 


Thus is Maildaes ſtory ſho ne in act, ao 
And rough heawen out by an yacunninghunds = 
Being of the molt mareriall points c 

That with the certainſt Rate of truth doe Rand» | 


 EINLS, | 


%% DDr 


„ „ et e calico eee NN a ft + 
— 


* 4 46/6; 


